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To which are added, 
The SONGS and AIRS in 


| the” © 
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| meg Morn, 3 
= Will, along St. Paul's did move, 105 
x Are thou aſleep, my lovely Maid. I 
2 Behold my brave Britons the fait ſprirging gale, 32 
tk Buſy, curious, thirſty Fly, | 

. Britannia, ſrom her rocky Seat, | — 
Dome, come, my dear Shepherds, &c. 14 
Dea Chloe come give ane ſweet Kiſſes, 22 
©. Diogenes, Surly and proud. 56 
Dear Phillie, ſweet Girl. be bid to my pain, Br 


2 Ex xy Nymph and Shepherd, bring, 35 
4 Fasel, my Paſtora. no ſunger, & c. 31 
3 . the Swain, tle Ermine white, 74 


ES. 1your Gluſſes, banth grief, 2 
Great Jupiter took it one Day in his head. 85 
Had Nentunt when fir fi he took charge of the ſea, 27 


- How pleaſant a Sailor's Lite pailes, $3 


ile reigns ! he ieigus |, the Hero reigns % 


Fate” Tweet Callupe ! deſcend, GN 
He e san vid long, male by 2 Cog aNCient pate, 

192 
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„ Hail England! Old England Ke. bs: * 
How katie do tos Landimey vn, 40 
Hark l. away, is the merry ton'd Horn, to 


Maik. hk. joliv ſportſmen. a whi'e to my tale, 1 | 


3 : Hail, ye maſons accepted, io tree and to loyal, % 


2 3 
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He that thinks the attack of an Iriſb man flack, 98 


If ever, O you grant mea wife, 33 
In all the Sex ſome charm: I find, 39 
I ſeek not at once in a Female to find, 46 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſion how can it torment ? — 
ls there a Charm, ye Powers above, 


Long bed the Freach Navy with that of provi -Y 


Sparn, 5 
Laſt time 1 hw my Chloe's eyes, 1 | ; 
Let we wander not un{gen, 5 — II 
| Loxe's a gentle gen _ Paſſion, 65 
| Let Ambition fire thy Mind, 29 
Let France no more vaunt. &c. K 
My fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleft, | OS 
Make haſte. 2nd away, mine only dear, 25 
O Mary ! ſoft in Feature! 76 
Oa the white Cliffs of Albian, fc. 94 
O! my Naſſau, did you know how 1 languiſh, 89 
Puſh about the briſk Buwl, _ 49 
Peace in her Arms careſſing. 3 
Rail no inore, ye learned Alles, 2 
Swa'ns corn, who (nice and fait) 26e + © 


Stella and Flavin, cvery Hour, * 3, | 


Says Danion to Poillis, luppole my fond eyes, 33" 
Since ev'1y Chara and maichleſs Grace, 82 


The World, my druf MVA, is full of Deer, 23 
Tell me, Latſes, have you ſeen, 37 34 
o make the Man kind, & 2. 4 
The He an. with lis Celicate womnnith Face, 209 
"Tis 1 1welpgmontb-ago, nay, Ec. i 36 
The Foot Lhat is wenlthy, is ſure of a Bride, 5 
Three Goddeſſes ſtanding together, — 
The women alh:ell me Ta alle to my laſt, 47 
The Flounds are all out, &c. 68 


Las wheu the Seas were routing, 


_ w 
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Tas at the Gates of Calais, —— 
The Virgin, when foften'd 


Where's my Swain io blythe and clever ? - 
Would you paint the charming Fair, 


WW benny, 


87 
Well net, pretty nymph, pes jay young foals 


When firſt my fond Damon Flavella had ſeen, > 
Waft to her ear, kind gentle breeze, 50 


Why Celia this conſlant upbraidi 
What means that tende ſigh, my dear ? 61 
Whilſt on thy dear Boſom iying, 11 


hs care | for affairs of 1 78 
Te thirſty fouls who love to drink, 24 
th Beffes, and ye Fiins, and ye e 13 
Ie Medley of Mortals that make up this throng, 54 
Te Mortals whem Fancies and troubles perplex, 65 


Ye ſhepherds and nywphs, that adorn the 7 


Fe critics above, and ye Critics below ; 
"Young Molly who lives at che foot of the Hill 1 


a . 1 
746 
dh | : _ 


80 


The Gods and aG e 
Upon the coaſt of Argos rocky ſhore 
Vain isev'ry fond endeavour, „ 
Vainly now ye ſtrive to charm me, 79 
When the "I trees are all bare, not a Leaf to be 
ſeen, 19 
When all the Ar ric Fire was fled, 18 
With Swords on their Thighs, &c. 20 


What beauteous ſcenes enchant my light! 62 


THE 


Chearful Companion. 
Jens + —- 
| The new Serenade, To the Tune of Myrilla. | 


RT thou aſleep, my lovely Maid, 
A Ariſe and hear > Ye franc þ 
Which thy Admirer bringt 
If thou but deign'ſt to hear my Lays, 
And that the happy Sound ſhall plcaſe, 
In Jey PII rival Kings. 


Now Darknefs reigns, the Night's ſerene, | 
The Moon's retir'd, no Stars are ſeen ; BE 
The Hour too is late — MY 
Oh! wake, and to the Window come 
Of thy ſweet paradcial Room, | 
And make my Joys elate. 


At fight of thee, the Orbs on high . 
Would blaſt the Clouds, and clear the Sky, * 
| And ſhew me more than Day : 4 1 
My tender Feelings mitigate, - 87 L 
And ev'ry Pain 2. . 


[2] 
© But Ob! the Fates this Bliſs denies ; * 
A balmy Sleep has clos'd her Eyes: 
Tis but in vain to woo :=>— + 
There's nought can ſooth my troubled Breaſt, 
Nor aught can give my Paſſion reſt, 
| My Jeſſy fair, but you. 


Ah me, alas! what ſhall Ido? 

My Peace is flown, my Griefs renew; 
How hapleſs is my Fate ! 

How fleet and volatite are Things 


That have no ſource but human Springs? 
How ſhort-liv'd is their Date ? 


May hov'ring Angels now deſcend, 
And on thy peaceful Slumbers tend, 
mY And diQateto thy Mind: 
How much I love, how muck I burn, 
What Kindneſs you ſhould ſhew in turn, 
What Joys hereafier 2 — T. R. 


SONG =. 
The bayty Bacchanalias. 


ILL your Glaſſes, baniſh Grief, 
Laugh and worldly Cares deſpiſe, 
ne er can bring Relief, 

| oy from drinking may ariſe : 

— Why ſhould we with wrinkled Care, 
AF Change what Nature made ſo fair; 
Drink and ſet your Hearts af reſt, 
Of a bad Bargain make the beſt. 
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8 * purſue the winged Wealth, 
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So to Hoaour de aſpire, 
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Give me Freedom, give me Health, 
There's the Sum 7 my Deſire: 
What the World can more preſent, 
Will not add to my Content; 5 
Drink and ſet your Hearts at reſt, 
Peace of Mind is always beſt. 


Buſy Brains, we know, alas ! 
With Imaginations run; 
Like Sand in the Hour-glafs, 
Turn'd and turn'd, and ſtill runs on: 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But unealy every Way; 
Drink and ſet your Hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad Bargain make the beſt. 


Mirth when mingled with our Wine, 
Makes the Heart alert and free; 
Let i it Hail, Rain, Snow, or Shine, 
Still the ſame Thing is with me. 
There's no Fence againſt our State, 
Changes daily on us wait ; 
Drink and ſet your Hearts at reſt, 
Toping Souls are always bleſt. 


SONG. 3. 


Mitter by My. Garrick, for the Comedy * 
All in the Wrong, and ſung at the 1 1 
in Drury-Lane. _— 


E Critics above, and ve Critics below, "4 
Ve finer 2. Critics, who keep the — n= 
Ca, tarry ene Moment, III ſing you a Sang 
Shall prove that bke us—You are all in the W. 
Ting © Tawara rara, Wrong all, Wri * 
Sing Taztara rara all Wrong. > 
32 2 „ 
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Te Poets who mount on the 3 aw 
Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take 3 
For when by thoſe Hornets, the Critics, he's 


ng, 
Ye ze desen in che Den- end oll in the Wrong, þ 
Sing Tantara rara, &c. 


Ye Actors who act, what thoſe Writers have writ, 
Pray ſtick to your Poet, and ſpare your own Wn; 


For when with your own, you unbridle your - 
Tongue, 


ru bold ten to one—you are all | in the Wrong. 
| Sing Tantara rara, &c- 


W for the foolifh to read, 
Who priat daily Slanders, the hungry to feed ; 


For a while you miſlead * em, the News hunting - 
throng, 


But the Pillory proves—you are all in the Wrong. 
Sing Tantara — &c. 


Ye grave Politicians, ſo deep and ſo wiſe— | 
Wüh , zums and yourchrugs and your uplifted 


The Road that you travel is tedious and long, 
Rut I pray you jog een all in the Wrong. 


Sing Tantara rara, &c. 


"Ye happy fond Huſbands, ard fond happy Wives, 
Let never Suſpicions embitter y" ur Lives ; 
Let your Prudence be ſtout and your Faich be as 


Who watch or "who catch—they are all is the 
X Wrong. 
Sing Tantara rama, &c. 
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| The celebrated Fox Chaſe, from Killeagar, through 
Killternan, Carrick-mines, and o:tber Towns in the Þ} 
County of Dublin ; in December the 5th, 1744. 


| T1 | 
Ye unmarried Folks, be not bought or be ſold, 
Let Age avoid Vodth, and young ones the old; 
For they'll ſoon get together, the young with the 


And then my wiſe old ones——you are all in the 
Wrong. 


Sing Tantera rara, c. 


Ye Soldiers and Sailors, who bravely have fought, 
Who Honour and Glory, and Laurels have 
 _ brovughy, | 


Let your Foes but appear — you'll be at em 


ding dong, | 
And if they come near you they're all in the 
Wrong. 5 


Sing Tantara rara, &c. 


Ye Judges of Taſte, to our Labours be kind ; 
Our Errors are many, pray wink, or be blind; 


Still find your Way hither, to glad us each Night, YA 
And our Note we will change to——yov're all in 


Right. 


Sing Taniara rara, Right all, Right all, 


Sing Tantara rara, Right all. 
SONG 4. 
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7 the Tune of Sheela-ne Gira. 
ARK, hark, jolly Sportſinen, a 


Tale, 
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Ti of Lads and of Horſes, and Dogs that nee 


tire. 
O'er Stone · walls and Hedges, thro Dale, Bog and 
Briar 


A Pack of fock Hounds, and a Set of ſuch Men, 


Tus a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with againg 
Had Nimred, the mightieft of Hunters been there, 
Foregad, he had ſhvok like an Alpin for fear. 


ln ſeventeen hundred and forty and four, 
The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more, 
At five in the Morning, by moſt of the Clocks, 
We rode from Nillruddery in ſearch of a Fox; 


| The Lougblinfowon Landlord, the brave Owen | 


Jobnm Adair, ſure, was with us that Day; 
Ie Debill, Hall Preſton, that Huntſman fo ſtout, 
Dict Holmes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


Bray. 
And 


Sad off cor Honade for an Mtnr or eere, 


4 When Hanton ſet up a molt tuneable Roar; 


© Hark to Wanton, cry'd Jo, and the reſt were not 
For Wanton's no Trifle, eſteem'd by the Pack. 


Old Bonny and Collier came readily in, 

Ss And every Hound join'd in the muſical Din: 
Hadan been there, ſhe'd been pleas'd to the life, 
= And oge of the Lads got a Goddeſs to Wife. 


F Ten Minutes paſt nine was the Time of the Day, 
E When Rynard broke Cover, and this was his Way: 


} As ſtrong from Killeager, as tho' he could fear 


none, 


; Away he bruſh'd round by the Houſe of Kiliternan.” 


To Carrick-mines thence. and to Cherry wood then, 


| Sceep Shankbill he climb d and to 6 
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He drove on by Bullock, through Shrub Glanagary. 


Five couple of Tartars were hard at his Bruſh. — 2 


Being way laid, and Tüld by the reſt of the Pack: — 


* n 
n croſs d, leap'd Lord ren | 
And ſeem'd to lay, « Little I value you all.” 


He ran Bruſb's-grove, up to Carbery "BY 
8 Hall Preſton, kept leading by turns; 
e Earth it was open, yet he was fo fiout, 
Tho' he Fon by have got in, yet he choſe te 
ee | 
To Malpas biz Hills, was the Way ther he flew, 
At Dalkey-fore Common we had him in view; 


And ſo on to Muuntown, where Lawry = 


weary. 


Thro' . like an Arrow be | 
paaſs d 

And came to the ſteep Hills of Dalkey at laſt; 

There gallantly nd d himſelf into the Sea, ; 

And ſaid in his Heart, ſure none dare follow me: * 

But ſoon, to his coſt, he perceiv'd that no Bounds, . 

Could Gy as Parſuit of the „ 4 
ounds ; 7 


His Policy here, did not ſerve kin a Ruſh, 


bs 
4 
* 


2 


To recover the Shore, hes agiia wes de tf | 
But e er he could reach to the Top of the Clift, +} x 
He found both of , and of Cunning a lack,” 2 


At his Death there were preſent the Lads that 
I've ſung, - 
Save Lewry, who riding a Garran, was flung: Do 
Thus ended at length a moſt delicate Chaſe, de 
That kald vs Gee Hours and en May NES Y 


- 3 
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We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful Board, 

Where dwells Hoſpitality, Truth and my Lord; 
We „ e e 
Of the Man that ne er varied for Places or 
| Wealth : 

Owen Bray baulk'd a Leap, ſays Hall Preflon, 

' *twas odd, 
. 'd Fack, by the great living 


840 Noe, T bello. « Get on tho” you fall, _ 
Or TH leap over you, your blind Gelding and all.” 


| Each Glaſs was adapted to Freedom and Sport, 
. Rr we conlign'd to the Court; 


Brother. 
So ſome *_ one Way, and ſome went 


3 | As Phebus befriended our earlier roam, 
4 Go Zane took care in conduBting us home. 


so 5. 
4 Os the late extraordinary Succeſs of bis Majeſty's 
=. | as, Te  - 


By a young Gentleman. 


{> Frauce no more vaunt, but let Britain 
4 now ſmile, | 


— 2 
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L 91 
We'll conquer them ſtill, and ſtill Via'ry | 
Till thoſe T'yrantyin nature we'll wholly ſubdue. 


Derry down, &c. 


Thoſe meagre fac'd Dogs, when they threaten'd 
our Coaſt ; | 
Their * F lat Bottoms they loudly did 
| 3 
But let Gow advance, Boys, we'l bew them ſuch 
ay. 
As Hawk did Conflans, in the Bay of Biſcay. 


Brave Hodſon and Keppel with joy let ns toaft, 
For who — Commanders, but England can 
doa | 


And Smith that great Hero of Fame and Renown, |. 


Who their Forts and their Batt'ries did raze to 
| the Ground. | 


See Britain til] reaping freſh Laurels each Day, 
Pondicherry has fall'n to their Forces a Prey; 3 
So now we have conquer'd the Eaſt and the Welt. F 
We'll march into France, ler Monfi:ur do his beſt. 5 


When Tempefts and Storms all the Fleet did 
divige, | 


They off Pondicherry no longer could ride ; 
Poor Monſieurs of this thought themſelves to 


avail, 


And hop'd that our Grand Expidition wight fail, 
Morblieu, cries out Lally, their Fleet's drove on | 
Oh kelp 41 Raymond ! you might once 4 

ore; 1 _—_ 


18 : 

But tho' Fortune them faveur'd, their Scheme 
did not hit, 

Fer poor Lally at laſt was eblig d to ſubwit. 


"Now let us this laſt fignsl Vietry impute, 
Under God, to the * great Colonel 


And Thanks ler us render for theſe Giſts of 
y? 
To Britain's grear Monarch do amply given. 


4 Smile then, gentle Peace, on our lile thus vi- 
And ſoon ſhall our Sailors and Soldiers, all glo- E 
. > 2 | 

With Spoils richly laden, return to their Wives, 
© To ſpeod the Remainder of their happy Lives. 


To the Bottle and Glaſs, let us quickly repair, 
e 
d exch Commander who's honeſt and juſt, 
ated, unbribed, and ſtill firm to his Truſt. | 
Derry down, down, di von derry down. | | 


SONG 6. 
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ARK ! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn 


| Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn : 
| © Roe Hits and the Wood lends we dg. + | 
Te uabarbour the out lying Deer. ( 


CHORUS. 


— 


| 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 


| 


| F 11 J 

Our Joy know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds ; 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 55 


Round the Woods when we beat how we plow! 
While the Hills they all echo, hills ! 
With a Bounce from the Covett he flies ; 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies, 

And. all the Day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb, 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſubliiæe, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel ! | 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the Day long, &c. 


Then we all go holloing home, 
With hollo, hollo, hollo, and huzza ! 
Reſolving to meet the next Day. 


And ol the Day leag, this, ths is our Song, 
Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick and 


free ; 

Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the | 
Hounds ; 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo bappy as we. 


8.0 NG 7. 


yet res upon me 
 Who'd not die a Death like this ! 


SONG 8. 
2 On the Marriage ACT. 


1 n ſure of a Bride ; 
| For Riches, like Fig-leaves, their Naked- 

J | neſs hide : 

The Slave that is poor muſt ftarve all his Life, 

In a Batchelor's Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. 


In good Days of yore, they ne'er troubled their 
| In ſettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 


Bur Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter d Courſe, 
Een took one another, for better for worſe. 


1 Then prythee, dear Chloe, ne er aim to be grent ; 
let Love be thy Jointure ; neter mind an Eftate : 


4 Charms; 
| And 1 ſhall be rich, when I've you in wy Arms. 


You can never be poor, who have all thoſe | 


$QONG 
n . 
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SONG . 
An Abpazss to the Lavies. Sung at Ranelagh. 


* _ ye Flirts, and ye pert little 
| ings, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round. 
* tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
he Sexes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine 
Air, 
With each Motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And = Sex dear 
rls | 
And ſoftneſs the Teft of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; 


'The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Peticoats wort, 
Are Samples the of her Trade: 


But you, on whom . tly ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 
Shou'd flily attack ue, with Coyneſs and Wiles, 


Not with open and inſolent Air brave Girls, 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe Starve delights all Mankind, 
 Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, . 
And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt defign'd, 
| To ſerve as a Model for you. 


Then learn. with her Beauties, to copy tier Firs . 3 


Nor venture too much to reveal: 


| Our Fancies vil paine what you cover with Cave, | 


* 1 — Im 
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P 
| Girls. ; 


And double, &c. 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'tl 

| Pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure : | 

But if, Amazon like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts ; 
Believe — you'll never be Wives——poor 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG 16. Inthe Winter's Tale. 


we muſt ſhear ; 

In your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 

| The happieſt of Folks are the guiltleſs and free? 
And who are fo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; 

We practice no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our Hearts you may read in 
| our Eyes, | 

For, knowing no Faiſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


| By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led ; 
But we 2s the Children of Nature are bred : 

By our Hands alone we are painted and dreſt: | 
+ For Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in the 


That 


55 
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That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 
Ou: Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head: 
Content and ſweet Cheat ſulneſs open our Door; 
They ſmile with the _—_ and fecl with the 
, Pogr. 
| When Lole has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we - reveal ; 
Like the Plocks that we feed are the Paſſions we 
8 fecl ; 
8. harmleſs and imple we ſport and we play. 
And leave do fine Folks to deceive and betray. 


SONG 11, Bread and Cheeſe and Kiſſes. 


AST time I faw my Cn oz's Eyes, 
As uſual firſt — Talk was love 
But ſuddenly as Topicks riſe, 
So we to other Subjects move; 
] afl:'d if the had din'd, on what, 
For nought with us amiſs is, 
She to my Queſtion anſwer'd pat, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes, 


Now could you think I'm jealous grown, 
Indeed it's true as I am here; 
But yet on me ſhe nei et did frown, 
Then Rival I've no need to fear; 
Yet flill alas! *ewould pierce my Breaſt, | 
If ought I've done amiſs is; 
! To make with her another Feaft, 
Cn Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


Tome Hynen, God of nuptia! Band, 
' > And light to hymeneal Bliſs ; 

J have s Heart, | have a Hand, 

A Dun good, 1 WY 
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What i is more choice, than Truth to give, 
To that all Wealth amiſs is ; | 
Poſſeſs'd of her content I'd live, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and — 


SONG 132. Lazy Jouxxy. 


Why dye leave me all in ſorrow ? 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To- morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 
| You'd been here with Looks ſo bonay ; 
Love bas flying Wings 1 well know, 
Not for lingering lazy Jebnay. 
What can he be new a doing ? 
Is he with his Laſſes maying? 
He had better here be wooing, 
* Than with others fondly playing : 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ? 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo To-mo:row. 
Does ſome fav'rice Rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy Creature, 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
; - "Was diſpute with ber a Feature. 


But can't, nor will not tarry, 


Nor will hurt myſelf with Sorrow, 
I may looſe the Time to marry 

| It I wait beyond To-morrow. 

Think not Shepherd thus to brave me, 
- If 'm your's away no longer; 

If you won't another'l have me, 

1 may cool, * 


HERE's my Swain ſo blyth and clever? 


It 


. 
j 
| 
[ 


[ 7 1 
It your Lovers, Girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow, 
Bleſt another Lad may make ye, 
Stay for none beyond To-morrow. 


SONG 13. Anſon and Warren. 


ONE had the French Navy with that of 
proud Spain, 
Inſulted our Coaſts and rode Lords of the Main ; 
Look d into our Ports with a ſhow to invade, 
Our Caſtles defy'd, and half ruin'd our Trade; 
Britannia amaz'd at this ſignal Diſgrace, 
Vents awful a ſigh and in Clouds veils her Face; 
i emnet'd 6n hes Vee Sree hens has Eyes, 
And bids with a ſmile two lov'd Admirals rife. 
Cuno. 8 and Warren your Bumpers lift 
— OT. 


O'erjoy d they ſail forth and come up with the Foe, 
Determin'd like Britons to ftrike a bold Blow; 

Not heedful of Order they in Courage confide, | 
The beſt Line of Battle's thund'ring Broad-ſide ; 
Ned Smoak ſoon involving, Sea, Earth, Air con- 


8, 
"Tis all and Tumult, Diſtractĩion and Wounds, 
Diſabled the French to our Croſs Homage pay, 
Aud dra gd home in triumph, thus crows the 


Cno. To N high, 
They'll chaſe the French Squadrons, &c. 


So Ruſſe! and Blake bid our Sea Lions rear, 
| Whole Shadow appearing din ef Shore, 
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5 ects eee Wiſdom's beſt ſhown, 
In Spirit the Navy, then Trade's all eur own ; 
To him who his Thunders at Cape Breton hurl'd, 
To him a new Drake who encompals'd the World ; 
"I flouriſh long, may his Arms hum- 

ance, 
Ye Seraphs, O ſhield and direct William's Lance. 
Caro. To Anſon and Warren your Bumpers lift 
high, 

— moms 


SONG 14 Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Eliza, 


HEN all the Arric Fire was fied, 
And all the Reman Virtue dead, 

Poor Freedom left her Seat! 

Poor Freedom left her Se at! 

The Gornic Mantle ſpread a Night, 

That damp'd fair Virus fading Light, 

The Muſes loſt their Mate! 

The Muſes loſt their Mate 


Where ſhould they wander? 
Where ſhould they wander! 

1 What Shore. 
Had yets Lawrel left in ſlore? 
To this blett Iſe they ſteer! 
To this, &c. 
Soon the Panuasstan Choir was . 
Soon Viarus's ſacred Form appear d: 

And Freedom ſoon was here! 


And Freedom, &c. 


"9 1 
The lary Monk has loft his Cell; 

Religion rings her hallow'd Bell; 
She calls thee now by me ! 

She calls, &c. 

Hark! hark! hark! her ſweet Voice all plaintive 
ſounds. 

dee! ſee! ſee! ts; td Wounds, 
If fhielded not by thee ; | 

I ſhielded not by thee. 


SONG 15 The Winter Scene. 


Sung by Mr. Jagger. 


HEN the Tess are all have wot a Loc 

to be ſeen, 
And the Meadows their Beauty have lot, 
When all Nature's diſrob'd of her Mantle of 


green, 
Ard the Rivers are bound by the Froſt ; 
When 2 Peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering wi 
old, | 
Whilſt bleak the Winds Northerly blow, 
And the innocent Flocks ſlide away to their Fold, 
With their Fleeces all covered with Sno ). 


In the Yard when rhe Cattle are ſoderd with 

| Straw, | 
And ſend up their Breath like a Steam, 
And che neat looking Dairy-Maid finds ſhe muſt 

thaw, 

Flakes of Ice which are froze on her Cream ; 
Where the ſweet Country Laſs as freſh as a Roſs, ö 
Oft falls as ſhe 2 ſlides, 3 
. . laughs F in wigping Ge Hema. A 
8 N which her Modeſty hides. 
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Where the Lads and the Lafſes in Company join, 
And with Raptures on each other gaze, 
Talk of Witches and Fairies that ride on the 


Wind, 
ſts *rill they re all in Amaze ; 2 
to the Barn-door are hov'ring fot } 
Foed. 


Or Glently fit on the Spray, 
And the poor timid Hare in vain ſeeks the Wood, 
Leſt her Foot-ſteps her Courſe ſhould betray. 


Heav'n grant in this Seaſon it may be my Lot, 
With the Laſs that I love and admire, 
When the Iſicles hang from the Eve of wy Cot, 
We may hither in Safety retire ; 
| There in Neatneſs and Quiet and free from 
Alarms. 


We may nnn 
In reflecting with Pleaſure on long wiſh'd for 
Charms, 


Which fachen never can de 


SONG 16. agg 0p — „ 
Yeomen are ſeen, 
For their Country they arm, their Reli- | 
For their Crates they arm, &c. 
How glorious their Ardour to lay down their + 
In defence of their Ten, their Children and 
ives. 


©: 3 the bold 
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In defence of their Freedom, &c. 


Ye 


p 


Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main ; 


12 ü 
Ye Tyrants, ye know not what Liberty Ids, 
How the guards all our LE ws all 
our Fields : 
As Hepz ſhe's fair, and HexcuLes ſtrong, 
She's the Queen of our Auth, and the Joy of 


our Song. # 
To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful Strain, 


Fill the 8 to Liberty, raiſe the high cheat - 

Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main, 

Fill the Goblets, &c. 

Eliza is Queen, and her round to the Lords of 
the Main. 

Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band, 

Shall drive each Invader far out of the Land. 

Eliza is Queen, &c. 

Shall drive each invader, &c. 


SONG 17. Sung by Sigwra Frafi. 


Y fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleft, 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gay; 
That each Night they went ſafely to Keſt ; 

And they merrily ſung thro' the Day. 
But ah! what a Scene muſt appear ? 

Met ihe focn: revel Fuflimes bo os ? | 
— the Taber no more ſttike the 

? 
Shall the Dance on the Green be no more ? 


Will the Flocks from their Paſtures be led? 
Muſt the Herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? E 

. Shall the Looms be all ſtopt in each Shed? 
Ani ihe Ships be all moor d in each Road ? 


Muſt the Aurs be all ſcatter'd around ? 
And ſhall Commexce grow lick of her Tides ? 


Muſt RELIGION expire on the Ground? 
And ſhall Vixrvue fiak down by her Side ? 


SON G 18. NomszrLEss Kisers. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxball. | N. 
EAR Chloe come give me ſweet Kiſſet, by 


D For ſweeter no Girl ever gave ; 
t why in the midſt of my Bliſſes, 

Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
1 not to be ſtinted in Pleaſure, 

Then pr'ythee dear Chloe be kind, 
For fince I love thee beyond Meaſure, 

To Numbers I'll ne er be confin'd. 


Count the Bees that on Hybla are 


playing. | 
P the Fields 


Z Count the Flocks that on Tempe are ſtrayiag, 
| Or the Grain that rich Sicily yields ; = 
: + 0 t how many Stars are in Heav'n, $ 


„ * 
Ke 


And circle thee round like a Vine. 
What Joy can be greater than this is? 
My Life on thy Lips ſhall be ſpen: : 
© But che Wretch who can number his KifTes, — 

Will always with ſew be content. 
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SONG 19. 
R no more ye learned Aſſes, 


ainſt the Joys the Bowl ſupplies, 
Sg oy and fill your Glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the Bottom lies; 
Fill chem higher, ſtill and higher, 
| Shall our Draughts perplex the Brain, 
Sipping quenches all our Fire, 
| Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the Scene for Mirth and Pleaſure, 7 
Eater Jollity, and Joy; 1 

We for thinking, have no leiſure, Ss 4 
Manly Mirth is our Employ. 


| Since in Life there's nothing certain, 
1 We'll the preſent Hour engage, 2 
And when Death ſhall drop the Curtain, - 
| With Applauſe we il quit the Stage. | 4 
&. SONG 20. Friendbip: By Mr. Jagger. 
| LF my dear Mya, is full of deceit, 
And Friendfbip's a Jewel we ſeldom can 


meet; 


„issen 
Thi four of Content is ſo rare to be found. 


Aut empty Delufions, the Joys of an Hour, 
But empty Deluſion, c. 


How r is a Friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend, 
Our Joys when extended will always increaſe, 
And Griefs when divided are buſh'd into Peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling what Crouds will appear, 
Their Kindneſs to offer and Friendſbip fincere : 
Mae” the proſpect, and point out Diſ- 
treſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG 21. Set by Mr. J. James. 


Y E thirſty Souls who love to drink, ; 
And turn the Bottle round, - | 
Who ne'er have any Time to think, | 
When Bumpers can be found ; 
In ftrong Conjunction let's 
Now Bacchus leads the Van, 
. To blend each Glaſs with Harmony, 

And thus compleat our Span. 3 


Since Wine's the very Source and Spriag, 1 
Of all our Joys on Earth, # 

It makes the whole Creation ring, og 
With Gaiety and Mirth ; 

Since then the Bottle has the Pow'r, 


1 | 
us enjoy it ev'ry Hour, | 
And leave the reſt to Fate. l 

And leave the reſt to Fate. 


$QNG 


— wa. 
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 8be. O how ſhall I fieal away, my Love! 


lie. O this is the only Day, 1 


| $he. Then pr'ythee make no Delay, my Dear, 


** 
SONG 23. The Contrivances. 


ay” fog and away, mine only Dear, 
Make haſte, and away, away! 
For all at the Gate, b 
Your True-lover does wait, 


And Ipr'ythee make no Delay. 


O how ſha!l I fteal away! 

My Daddy is near, 

And I dare not for fear ; ; 
Pray come then another Day. 


O this is the only Day; 

Til draw him afide, 

While you throw the Gates wide, 
And then you may ſteal away. 


Then pr'ythee make no delay ; 
Well ferve him a Trick, | 
For I'll flip in the Nick, 

And with my Truc-love away. 


DvuzrtrTo. 


O Cupid befriend a loving Pair, 

O Cupid, befriend us, we pray, 
May our Stratagem take, 
For thine own ſweet Sake, 


And, 3 Tro leren g 4 
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4 


* . 
4% 8 * 
* _ . * 
8 A 
K EY 


F 7 


Let them without Rival be, 


SONG 23. The Amazon. 


WAINS I ſcorn, who (nice and fair,) 
Shiver at the Morning Air ; 

Rough and hardy, bold and free, 

Be the Man that's made for me. 


* 
9 
4 


Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſs, 
Fops, alone, themſelves careſs ; 


They are not the Men for me. | | 
He whoſe nervous Arms can dart 
The Javelin thre' the Tyger's Heart; 

From all Senſe of Danger free; 

"While ks Speed our lege the Wind, 
_— — 

Looſely wave his Locks behind 


From fantaſtick Foppery free; | 


8 


the Man that's made for me. 


4 27 1 
ma nee aw eee 
Tis thine to revenge when that Honour's at ſtake ; 
Then now riſe ye Brave ! draw the Sword point 
the Lance 
And bid the bold Cannon roll Thunder to France, 
And bid the bold Cannon roll Thunder to France. 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, Oh! ye Britons, to Con- 


The Trumpet of Vi&'sy's upliſted for you. 


Hark, Truth ſpeaks, already our Heroes 
The rouz'd Engliſh Lion makes Gallia turn pale: 
Thy * 28 France, it's own Fate will de- 


facts, th lo, dawns on us by Land and by Sea; 

And wide o'er the Main ſhall the Britiſh Flag fly, 

To force that Submiſſion which Pride would deny. 
Huzza, &c. 

Britannia rejoices your Ardour to ſee, | 

1 ſhe cries, tis for Freedom and 


} And vicuyh, theſe Truths, to all Nations ſhall 


1 1 George is our King. 
Huzza, &c. 


__$O-NG 25. Serby Mr. Popely. © 
AD Neptune when fick he took charge of 


Been as wiſc or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
| + Head 


} 


"I" mm », 200 T4, 90-2 — >a: , er. 
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* * 1 | 
— batur arte and inſtead of his 


Brine, 

Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean with generous 
Wine, 

Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean, &c. 

What trafficking then would have been on the 


in, 


For the ſake of good Liquor as well as for Gain ; 
No fear then of Tempeſt, or danger of ſinking, 
The Fiſhes ne er drown, that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirty Sun, would drive on with more 


Secure in the Ex ning of ſuch a Repaſt ; 
And when he'd got tipſey, would have cehon his 


ap, | | 
Wich double the Pleaſure in Thetis's Lap. 


By the * Rays, and thus heated with 


. bow glorioufly Phœbus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt Exhalations he'd draw up on high, 


q To relieve the poor Earth as it wanted ſupply. 


Hew happy us Mortals when bleſt with ſuch Wine, 
To fill all our Veſſels, and fill em again; 

Nay even the Beggar that has ne er a Diſh, 

Might jump in the River and drink like a Fiſh. 


DNS 6 Cotretnent 29 ovary car's 
Hob, as great as 2 Prince, dancing after his 


gh. 
The Birds in the Air, as they play on the Wing. 
Althe' they but fip, would eternally fing. 


* 
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Let her Perſon graceful bez 
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The Stars who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the Fume of the Wine ; 
And merrily twinkling would ſoon let us know, 
That they were as happy as Mortals below. 


Had this been the Caſe then, what had weenjoy'd, 
Our Spirits ſtill rifing, our Fancy ne'er cloy'd. 

A Pox then on N * when — 
To flip like a F » ſuch a fortunate Hour. 


SONG 26. 


OULD paint the Charming Fais 
Form'd 4 * my riſing Care 


She's the only Girl for me. 

Let her Features all expreſs 
Beauty, Love and Tenderneſs ; 

Let her Face and Mind agree, 
She's the only Girl for me. 

She whoſe radiant Eyes impart 
Tranſport to the captive Heart, 
Where we Power and Pity ſee ; 
She's the only Girl for me. 

Pleaſing Smiles, and dimpled ſleek, 
TinQure on her bloeming Cheek; 
Ler all Art a Stranger be, 

She's the only Girl for me. 

is ada levity Pane we fad 
All that's courteous, all that's kind ; 
From affected Vapours free, 
She's the only Girl for me. 

If on Earth a Nymph there dwell, 


C3 
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Wiſe und virtuous, fair and free, 
- Brighteſt Be/la? Thou art the. 


O Stevenſon at 
27. — Mi 


LEXIS . 
To court me comes manga Mile ; 


3 
Tho' I wiſh him » Ga gent while; 
With all by whi Love is expreſt, 


eee To- day. 
e en mee at than tl, 

- " T took it I ſafely. can ſay, 

4 And 1 let him not af: a great while; 

E ee 8 

SBio earneſt he made me to ſmile, 
. Have done I cry d. fie, tis amiſs, 5 

I But I wiſt'd it to laſt a great while. * 


1 He tells me I ought to be kid, ; 1 
That Die all my Beauties will ſoil, 3 
1 croſs him tho' quite of his Mind, 

| Tabs him vo calle © once white ; 
| I chink fuch feet things be bas faid, | 

1 My Copneſs at laſt he will ſpoil; 

3 - RE aſks me to wed, 
"Ob! I aot ive» Maid « gear while. 


5 14 
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SONG 28. 


AIN iserv'ry fond Endeavour * 
| To reſiſt the tender Dart ; 
For Examples move us never; 
n 
When the Shepherd ſwears be 
And our Beauties fea o Views = 
Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, * 
Bids us think tis all our Due, 
Bids us think tis all our Due. 
Softer than the vernal Rreezes _ 

Is the mild deceitful Strain; 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes ; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 
But, too ſoon, the h Lover 
Does our tend'reſt opes deceive ; 

Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


AREWEL, my Paitors, ns longer your 
Fegg Paton —— biaChatat 


EAN robe LY 
lets Gs hos fire! Tens of Moy 


al 
e 


b yields to 


4 Sing tol derol, &c. 
5 SONG 30. The Tars of Old England. 


|, JR EH OLD my Nie fair ring 


2 Nor thiak of To-morrow, while ſure of Today. 
b Cho. While Britifh Oak, &. 


rn * . 
| | T 31 1 
3 | 
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SONG 31. on x as Choice. ge by 


F ever Oh! Hymen, you grant me » Wife, 

Let this be her Portrait, ſhe'll hold me for Life, 
Youth, Beauty, Good-nature, averſe to Conceit. 
Her Senſe quite refin'd, and in Perſon quite neat. 


I'd have her with Prudence be chearful and free, 
Nor reſerv'd like a Drone, or at leaſt not to me, 
Obliging and eafy, compliant with Smiles, 
— on allured by no Wiles. 


If che Fer Idee. in the Iſle cap be 

For no other I'll wed, if ſearch the World round, 
When ſummon'd by Hymen ri gladly away,. 

To hear the ſoft Promiſe to Love and obey. 


SONG 32. 


ET me wander not unſeen, | 

By Hedge-row, Elm, or Willow green; 
There the Plowman near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; | 
There the p near at Hand, : 
Whiftles o'er the fucrow'd Land; 


And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under he! ay ere 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
. 


y. 


41 


SONG 33- 22 — Sung at 


Vauxhall. 


1 


Beauty's Son, "a ads Boy, 

Fall of Frolick Mirth and Joy ? | 
If you know his ſhelter, ſay ; 

He's from Venus gone aſtray. 

Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


By his Marks the God you'll know : 
n 
a Quiver fraught with Darts, 

oats tows to home Miouree 
Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o'er the Mind. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 

Such a one trip o'er che Green ? 


Subile as the L 8 Wound. 
Is his piercing Arrow 
While the Boſom's Heart it pains, 


ff — Shield itſelf is broke, 


Bach a one trip cer the Green? 

Ot the Urchin's ſeen to lie 

1 | Baſking in the ſunny Eye; 

Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks : 

| On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks : 
Snowy Breaſts or curling Hair, 


Tell me, Lafſes, 
| Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
wand'ring o'er the Green, 


8 


you ſeen, 


'T 35 ” 


Shall a Kiſs receive this Night, 
Delight : 

ber bring the Boy. 0 

She ſhall taſte Love's tweeteſt Joy. 


Tell me, Laſſes, have yon ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


SONG 34. The Qu or Mar. 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


ER'Y Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May; 
Rifle for her Brows the Spring ; 

Make her as the Seaſon gay, 

Make her as the Seaſon gay ; 
Teach her then, from ex \ ok 


* TP . 
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Boon the fair Narciſſus dies, ; 
Soon he drops his languid Head: 
From the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None inviting to her Bed, 
None, &c. 
Fach, tho' now ſo ſwert and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the Queen of May ; 


Tho thou are a rural 
By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 


In thy Shrine not long remains, 
In thy Shrine not long remains : 


Bleſe, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 

| Who . thy Love and Truth ; 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 
Who deſerves thy Lore and Truth. 


SONG 38. 
Cet by Mr. Worgan. Sang @f Vauxhall, | 
IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, * 
they are twain, 
D Ee ton 


Ng» 
| T's bees fot —— 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to 2 
Ia ay bear «wes Ln, in the Your dus the 
- 3 


- our Paſſion we ſought not to 
But who ſhould love moſt was out Conteſt and 


But who, e. N 
But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, « Love not tos 


CL) well, 
7 « For Envy has Eyes, and a T 


ongue that will cell; 


„ And a Flame, without Fortune's rich Gift on 3 | 


<«< its fide, 
þ ho mn ape wil nn, and a Mother muſt 


60 The grave, be. 


Afraid of Rebukes, be has Viſits forbore, 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind: 


c 
So I put, &c. 


Woe But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will b. repaid. 
| ad. dro ah! quit not your 


Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the fond Pair, 
Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the fond Pair. 


SONG 36. Chloe's able Choice. 

E Beau, with his delicate Womaniſh Face, 
Whoſe Merit all lies in a Feather and Lace 
The Proud, the immoral, the Coward, the Vain, 
May ſue for my Love, bat will meet wy Diſd. in. 


* ' k a 
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| — eee. | 
ſicken, whenever a Sycophant's near, | 
1 The Brute 1 ill-manner d, diſorders me 


And Ta die an old Maid &'er I'd couple with fuch. 


But he in whom Senſe and Politeneſs are join'd, 
Whole ſtudy has been to embelliſh his Mind? 
r ne er 1njure his Health nor his 
L hy , e 

„Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 


Whoſe Wit has no Gall, and whoſe Tongue ns 
Whoſe Nature is noble, his Conduct diſcreet ; 


Ne'er knew any Fear, but to hurt or offend : 
If „ Heart, he will find it his 


SONG 37. 


T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 
Vith Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 

Fil aik of ieav'n thy fafe return, 
With all that can improve thee z 

T'll viſit oft tbe birkin Buſh, 

Where firſt you kindly told me | 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my 1 | | 
V hilit round thou didſt enfold me. 35 


ea. 


- * My 
* —— 
* 
* 


I 0e all our Haunts thou &idii repair, RP ö 
By Greenwood, Shaw, or Fountain; 4 
Or where the Summer's Day Fd ſhare, 


With you upon yon Mountain: 1 
| There wal | tell the Trees and Flowers, 5 | | 
With Thoughts vatcign'd * tender; --. i 


n "1 
* * 


5 39 1 
By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, - 
My Heart, which cannot wander. 


SONG 38. The Rover. 


N all the Sex fome Charms 1 find; 
1 love to try all Woman kiad, 
Ihe tair, the ſwart, the witty, 
| The air, the ſmart, the witty; 
In Cupid's Fettets, moſt ſeverc. 
I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endlels Pain, 
One contiant Scene of Foily, 
= One conſtant, &c. 
I vow'd no more to wear the Yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke. 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And figh'd, &c. 


With Treſſes neat of flaxen Hue, 
Young Ferry did my Sevi ſubdue, 
That lives in yoncer Valley, 
That lives, &c. | 
f Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting h, 
Of little, &c. 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho“ blithe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
This Heart of yielding Metal. 
This Heart of yielding Metal ; 
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„. there, 


I By Turns the Prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle. 


But never more will ſettle. 


U if 
* N 1 


SONG 39. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Fair Quaker of Deal. 


1 OW little do the Landmen know 
1 | ©. Of what we Sailors feel, 
When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow: 
| But we have Hearts of Steel. 
No Danger can affright us; 
No Enemy ſhail fleut: 
We'll make the Monſieurs right us: 
3 So tols the Can about. 
Sbick ſtout to Orders, Meſſmates; 
Well plunder, burn and ſink; 
Then, France, have at your Firſt-rates ; 
For Britons never ſhrink. 
we rummage all we fancy; 
We'll bring them in by Scores : 
And Moll, and Kate, and __ 
Shall roll in Louis &'Ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 

1 With our noble Commodore, 

Well ſpend our Wages freely, Boys, 
| _ And then to Sea for more: : 
In Peace we'll d.ink and hag Boys ; 
In. JN never fly: K 

Here's a Health ** our Boys, 
Ad the Royal Family. "_ 
S. oN 8 » 
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© make the Mai kind, and keep wee ts 
: the Bed, | 
Whem your — or your Deſtiny brings you 
| to | 
f Take a Hint from a Friend, wkom 2 has 
8 taught, 4 
And 2 you know never fails when tis 
ought. 
And Experience you know never fails when 'tis 
bought. 


The Arts which you praQtis'd at firft to enſqare, I 
(For in Love, little Arts, as in Battle are fair) 
Whether Neatneſs or Prudence, or Wit wore the. 


« 


Bait, A 4 
Let the Hook ſtill be cover'd, and auf play the 
Cheat. 1 


Let he Hook, kec. 


Shou'd be * another, vpbraid not his Flame, 
To reproach him is never the Way ts reclaim ; 
Tis more to recover, than conquer a Heart, | 
* ok is all Nature, but that is all Art. 1 
| For this is all, Tc. 4 


Good Senſe is to them, what a Face is to you, 'Y 
Flatter that, and like us they but think it their 
Due; — 
Doubt the Strength of your Judgment. — 
| with his own, 'Y 
And he'll give you Ferfectione at preſent. un- 44 
known. | 


And he'll give, tc, 8 3 
D E > * 2 3 * 
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Tho' you learn tha your Bjeal, bis bounty yan 


And your metited Favour, ungrateful forſake g 
Still, ill qebonalr, kind, engaging and free; 


1 Be deaf, tho' you hear, and be blind while you 


ſee. 
Be deaf, tho' yon hear, and be blind while ycu. ſee. 


8 0 N 8 41. The Country Wedding. 
Sct by Ar. Howard. Sug at Panehgb. | 
ELL met, pretty Nympth, ſays a jolly 


| , * young Swain, 
| To a lovely Shep}: eideis, croſſing the Plain; 


= Why fo much in kate? (now the Month it was 


May) 
Shall I venture to aſk, fair Maiden, which Way? 


Then freight to this Qu-ſiion tne Nymph did 
reply. 

With a Smile on her Lock and a Þ cer in her Eye, 

J came from the Village. «nd homeward 1 go 3 

And now, NN Shepacrd, pray why would you 

| & 


J hope, pretty Maid, you wont take it amiſs, 
Tf 1 tell * Reaſon of aſking you this; © 5 
1 wpuld y vary ſafe home, (the Swain was in f 
25 5 ve X 

of ſuch a Companion if you would approve: 


3 Offer, kind Shepherd, is Sen. 1 own, 
ut ſee no great Danger in going alone; 
or yet can I hinder, the Road being free 
For ere another, for You or dr me. 
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| Oh! judge not fo harſhly, :e Shepherd reply'd, 


Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us ; 


DAMON, PASTORA, LAURA. 


1 W 
No Danger in going alone it is true, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too 
And if you could like (now the Swain he took 
Heart) = 
Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 


Oh! that's 'a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs 
then ; 5 

I've often heard ſay, there's no miading you Men; 

You'll ſay and unfay, and you'll flatter, 'tis true 

Then leave a young Maiden the firſt Thing 
you do. 


To prove what I ſay, I will make you my ride - | 
To-morrow the Par! un (well ſaid little Swain) 


Ten what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not 
ſaid ; | 1 

The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle. ho diddle, hey diddle down, 
Now when fhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town? + 


SONG . 1n the Chaplet. 


twain. 


Damon. 


HREE Goddeſſes ſtanding together. 
Thus puzzled young Paris one Day; 
Can I judge the Value of either, ; 
Where both bear ſo equal a Sway ? 


D 4 
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| PasTORA. 
- _ Conſider wy Perſon likewiſe: 
I never was us'd to petition ; 


But prythee make uſe of your Eyes. 
Laura. 


No Merit I plead but my Paſſion ; | 
. Twas needleſs to mention your Vow: 
Reflect with a little Compaſſion, 
On what this poor Boſom feels now. 


Damon. 


F * Some Genius direct me, or Demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong 
Von we Part of the goods of Palemon ; [To Pas. 


I give you to whom you belong. 
| PasroOrA. 


1 know that my Perſon is 1 
| what a Clown can diſcover; 
That Dow dy your Seulſes alarming, 
Proves what a dull Thing is a Lover. 


2 ru quit the dull Plains of the City. 
Were Beauty is follow'd by Meiit : 
| Your Taſte, fmple Damon, J pity ; | 

I Tour Wit who would wiſh to inherit? 
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, TIT" 
The Labs of cue Lover ent ben me: 
My Charms will procure nie another. 


1 ne'er was more pleas'd, I aſſure vou: 1 
How odious they look ! I can't bear em! 

I wiſh you much Joy of your Fury : 
My lege into Pieces could tear em! 


Dauox. 


Contented all Day J will fit at your Side, 
Where Poplars far firetching o'er-arch the cool 

Tide; 
And, while the clear River runs purling along, 
The Thruſk and the Linnet contend ir their Song. 
The I hruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song · 


Lass. 


While vou are but by me, no Danger I fear ; | 

Ye Lone, reft in ſaſęty, my Damon 1s near; ö 

Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols ma 

pieaſe, | 

For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at 
eaſe. 

For my She; herd, &e. 


Da Mon. 


Ve Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 4 
| The Win of each Heart, and the Theme of each 1 
Lay; | 

VO er yield to the Swain *till he make you 2 
75 For he who loves truly ng 


(4 


1 


Lavna. * 


Te Youths, who fear nought but the Frowns of 
* the Farr, 

Tis yours to relieve. not to add to their Care; 

Then ſcorn to thei: Ruin Alliance to lend. 

Nor betray the ſer Creatures you're born to 
de lend. 

Nor 1985 &c. 

N Pats, 


For their Honcur and Path be our Virgins re- 
nown'd, | 


Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be 
found : 

Re their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 

To preterve in their Age What they gain'd in their 


Youth. 
To preferve in their Age what they gain d in their 
” Nw os 


SONG 43. 


EFER not at once in a Female to find 
The Form of a 2 with Pallas's Mind; 
t the fair one I love hare but Prudence in 
View, 
Ther, tho' Me deceive. T may full think has true; 
Be ber Per ſon not deunt eous, bat pleaſing and 
| clean = 
Let her 1 winper be cloudleſe. od * her Mien, 
Ey'Folly, Fil-nature, nor Vanity led. 
Nor indebted to Paint. nor indebted to Paint, 
For white or ſor red Waite vr for red. 


* 
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_ is li e 

I that dread Weapon in moſt of 
| t Xs 

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 

For Prudes | deſpiſe, and Coquets I deteſt: _ 

May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 

Not affectedly wiſe, nor ioo pert with her Wit: 

Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 

And I'll love her for ever, ' love her for 


ever; 
I mean, if I cat, ——1 mean, if I can. 
| „„ 
. 1 all tell me I'm falſe to my 
Laſs, 
K Phat I quit my poor Chloe, and ftick to my 
ir — | 


But to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I' own, = 
And if you don't like them, why—let thet alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'll declare 

1 believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
Bat Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
'That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet, in Truth, the could 
es; frown : | 
nd But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, | 
Did you e er ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine. 
Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in ep = nn 
int, Tet Lilies and Roſes are conquer'd by Time: 


But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 


J 


That wit like it the better, the older it grows. 
ö Thlr. 
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They tell me, my Love woulda Time have been 
.. clay, | 
And that Beauty's infpid, when once tis enjoy'd : 
But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy, 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am 1. 
Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory, prove 
The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in love: 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends, 
cad. = the more we are 


de too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 


. * : 


With Nurſes, and Babies, and Squalling and Strife: 
But my Wine neither Nurſes ner Babies can bring, 
And a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. 


We ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; 
It brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens old Age : 

But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, 
And keep out tother Leg, when there's one in the 
| ve. | ” 


Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 

1 Hut my Bumper. (regarding not Title nor Pelf) 
Will Rand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſelt. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 
She's rid of her Lover, aud I of my Pain: 
For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what 1 ſay, take a Bumper and 
| ». UF. ; | | 
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Us H bout the briſk Bowl, 'twill enliven the 


Heart, 
_ While thus we fit round on the Graſs: 
The Lover, who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs. | 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Wretch who ſits watching iu il gottes Pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the Mats, © 

Wharte'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 
Deſerves, &c. 


The —_ fo ſmart with bis well-powder'd 

t * | 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, 

And thinks wich Grimace to ſubdue all the Fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon d an All. 
Deſerves, &c. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climate will 


roam, 
Of Crœſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs ; 
| And oft, while he's wand ring, my Lady at home 
4 Claps the Horns of an Ox on the Aſs. 
9 Claps the Horns, &c. 


The Lawyer fo grave when he puts in his Plea, .. 

With Forehead well-fronted 2 Brafs, \ 
Tho he talk to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee, 
11 N . 8 


There you, &c. 


* 30 ] 

The formal Ph who knows ev'ry Ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs ; | 

The fick Man a while muſt confide in his Skill, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs. | 
But Death, &c. | 


Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our Bottle and Laſs, 
For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs, ” 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


SONG 46. Serenade, 


AF T to her ear, Lind gentle breeze, 
| An hapleſs Lover's lay ; 
Tell ber while the lies at caſe, 


I die, I die away. 


Theſe to her tender Boſom bear, 

And tell her all my pain; 8 
And if one ſpark of pity's there, 5 
| O! fan it to a Flame. 


SONG 47. : 
* nan G0 my fond Damon Flavella had 


He flightly regarded her Air and her Mien, 
He lightly — her Air and her Mien; 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commeud, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a Friend : 


- From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did 


move, 
And he baakted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. 
Y _ ll he banked bis Hoare was a Swanger ts Love. 


A — 
. . 


Donny” 


ke - od manor as more ſhe way 


W grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own, 
Her Face, &c. 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd 
And ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in 1 
Still, till for the ſanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Tits Sigh ” ap the Omen, and ſhew'd it was 


Tit « Sigh, &c. 


Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows dull, &c. 

He's mute, till his Heart-ſtrings are ready to 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 
And wanders a willing Example to prove, 
That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love. 
That Friendſhip, &c. 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence, 


Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a _ to ber 
Senſe, 


Not a Dupe, &c. 
His Paſſion not Wrinkles nor Age can allay. 
Since ſounded on that which can never decav; 
And Time, that can Beauty s ſhort Empire re- 


move, 
Increaſing her Reta, increaſes his Love. 
latreafing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 


SONG 


* 
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SONG 48. TheNincteenbof JULY. 


HV Celia this conſtant upbraiding, 
w And why do you peeviſh complain? 
Gentle Looks are, -my Dear, more dn; 
. fix the fond _— of p_ Swain: 

Beauty I ſwear I was joking, 
When I fore'd from young Pharbe 2 Kiſng 
Pſhaw, my Dear, this is monſtrous provoking 
To take ſuch a Trifle amils. 


Give over nonſenſical Railing 
At ev'ry young Girl of the Town, 

Pray have you, my Dear, no one Failing ? 
Remember your May-day green Gown : 
Dol ſay there was any hurt in 

i The Frolick you had with young Will. 
Or when you with Philandey were fl:cting, 
And tripping it over the Hill. 


Ixerer was fretful or teaſing. 
When Roper you kils'd by miſtake, 
| I ſuppos d your dear Self you were pleaſing, 
When dancing wich Tom at the Wake. 
Pray, Child, can you ſay that i do lye, 
Wich Hodge on the Mow you were ſeen ; 
| Where were you the Nineteenth of July 
With Harry that lives on the Green ? 


Then ceaſe, prithee ceaſe this reviling, 
No more of this Wrangling and Noiſe ; 
Better meet me with Looks ſweetly ſmiling, 
u revcl in Lore's richeſt Joys: | 


8. 4 

My Heart js your own, if you take it, | 
But think not to treat it 3 | | 

By Bacchus you never ſhall break it, .. 
For in Wine I will drown all my Care.. N 


SONG 49. 
| He pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
T 


Who roams o'er the very Main! 
reaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Goin: 
We're Strangers to Party and Faction; 
To Honour and Honeſty true; 
And would not commit a baſe Action 
For Power or Profit in view. 


Crorvs, 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any fuck glittering Toys? 
A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Go thorough the World, brave Boys. 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
- Enrich'd with the Bleflings of Life, 
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Whici Plenty too often breeds Strife : 
When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows affright. 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us ; 
But ſkiltul Induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


* 


k 4 J 
The Courtier's more ſubject to Danger ; 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, who, to Politics Strangers, 
E rape the Snares laid for the Great: 
The various Bleflings of Nature 
In various Nations we try: 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live *till we die. 5 
Thea why ſhould we? Kc. 


SONG 50. 


= medley of Mortals, that make up this 
hong, 

Spare your Wit for à Moment and liſt to my Song ; 

What you would not expect here, my Wit ſhall be 

new, 

And, what is more ftrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be 

true. 

Sing Tantararara, Truth all, Truth all ; 

Sing Tantararars, Truth all. 


Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than 
mine z 

Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll ſave all your 
in: 


The Ladies alone will pay for my Skill; 
For, „ their Tongues mult lie 
ſtil 


Sing Tantararara, mute all, &c. 
Tue our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the 


— Day what they ſoom to deſpiſe: 
x Examine 


@ N 


' Examine Mankind, from the gres 
e 


* 


W 


eat to the ſmall, 
Bach Mortal's diſguis'd, and World is a Ball 
Sing Tautararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Parſon, brimful of October and Grace, 
Wich a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 
Will rail at our Doings; but hen it is dark, 


The DoQar's diſguis'd, and led home by the 
Clerk. 


Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The fierce n_ Blade, with long Sword and 
cock'd Hat, 
Who, with zounds! he did this, and *sblood ! 
| he'll do that, 
When he comes to the Tryal, he fails in his Part, 


And proves that his Looks were but Maſks to his 
Heart. 


Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, 
Shews Letters from Wives and Appointments 110m ' 
' ._ Whores, 


But a Creature ſo modeſt avoids all Diſgrace: 


For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to 


Face”! 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


"0 N 'mongft other fine 
in 


But their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the 


And ſhe o King and Country all center d in Self. 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks ail, &c. 


$6 


=. 


In your Caſe there's no fear, in your Cauſe there's 
| Till Death and the Judge have decreed they look 
7 — you have truſted a full · bottom d 


But if, O ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, 


With en Out-Gide of Virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh, the ! 
If you touch her, the faints ; if you ſpeak, you L 


are rude z 
Thus te's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms 
.are gone, | 
And when ml ſhe's pluck'd by the Coachman 
or John ; i” 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


With a grave Maſk of Wiſdom, ſay Phyſic and 
Law, | 


. 


no flaw : 


big; 


wn © 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


Thus Life is no more than a Round of Deceit, | 
Each N-ighbour will find that his next is a Cheat; 


You at laſt cheat yourſelves, — and the Devil cheats 


you. 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, Maſks all . 
Sing Taatararara, Maſks all. 


SONG 5. The Tippling Philoſophers. 


IOGENES, ſurly and proud, . 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
elighted in Wine that was good, 

n Wine there wes Truth ; 


/ 


KEY 
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mut, 


Ty 


growing as poor as was Job, 
Unab'e to fu nh aFlak, * 


He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 


And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk, 
And liy'd by the Sceni of the Call. 


HearacLtirtvs ne'er would deny 
A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty ' d his Quart: 
Tho' ſome are ſo ſooliſh to think, 
He wept at Mens Follics and Vice, 
Twas only bis Cuftom to drink 
Til the Liquor flow'd out of his _ 
Till the Liquor, &c. 


Dzmocnitys always was glad 


To tipple, and cheriſh his Soul; 


Wou'd laugh, like « Man chat was mad, 


When over a full flowing Bowl : 


| As long as his Cellar way ftor'd, 


The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 


And when be was as diunk as a Lord, 


At them . 
At them, &c. 


iſe Solon, who carefully gave 

Good Laws unto Athens of old, 

ad thought the rich Crceſus a Slave 

(Tho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold, 
He delighted in plentiſul Bowls ; 
But drinking, much Talk would decline; 
twas the Cuſtom of Fools 
To prattle much over their Wus. 


* &c. 


i PF \ 


Old Socrares ne'er was content 


Till a bottle had heighten'd his 


Who in's Cups to the 


Such a damnable, &c. 


Tarornnasrus, that eloquent Sage, 


acle went, 
Or he ne er had been counted ſo wiſe + 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife. 


By Athens ſo greatly adot d, 


With a Bottle would boldlv engage; 
When mellow, was briſk as a Bird; 

Would chat, tell a Story, and jeſt, 
Moſt pleaſantly over a G 

And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt 
But a dull philoſophical Aſs. 


But a dull, &c. 


So fancy, &c. 


laſs, 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 

Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 

Which he drank like a Miſer at home; 
And, to ſhow he lov'd Wine that was good 
Io the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 

So fancy'd be dy'd in his Claret. 


PrTHaG*Ras did Silence enjoin | 
On his Pupils, who Willem would ſeek, 

Becauſe that he tippled good Wine, 

Tin himfelf was unable to ſpeak; 


And when he nance] 
With his plentiful ws, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crow 


He conceiy'd Tranſmigration of 
He conceiv'd, &c. | 


Corxaxicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cupof the beſt 
Made Reaſon the better to ſhine : 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel ; 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 
Turn'd sound, &c. 


AwaxARCHUS, more patient than Job, 
By Peſtles was pounded to Death; 
Yet ſcorn'd that a Groan or a Sob 
Should waſte the Remains of his Breath : 
But ſure he was free with his Glaſs, 
And drank to a Pitch of Diſdain, 
Or the Strength of his Wiſdom, alas! 
I fcar would have finck'd with the Pain. 
I fear, &c. 


AnrrsTroTLE, that Maſter of Arts, | 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine ; ” 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts -F 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine | 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering Trough : 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe bed have Liquor enough. 


” Whey Przzno had 


6o 

taken a Glaſs, 
le ſaw that no ObjeR appear d 
Exactly the fame as it was 0 

Before he had liquor d his Beard; 
For Things running round in his Drink, 
Which ſober, he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the Sceptic to think 

There was nothing of Truth to be found. 

There was, & c. 


Old Pra ro was reckon'd divine ; 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known: 
By Wine we are generous made, 
it furniſhes Fancy with Wings ; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 
SONG sa. 


| 39 curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 

Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Cou'd'ſt thou fip and fip it up: 

Make the moſt of Life you may ; 

Life is ſhort and wears away. 

Life is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſten quick to their Decline ; 

Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 
I repeated to Threeſcore: 


S 


Threeſcore Summers, when they're | 
Will appear as ſhort as one. FEY | 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 


SO NG 53. 


| HAT means that tender Sigh, my dear, 
Why ſilent drops that criſtal Tear? 

What jealous Fears diſturb thy Breaft ? 
Where Love and Peace delight to reſt ; 

What tho' thy Jocley has been feen 

With Molly ſporting on the Green, 

Twas but an artful Trick to prove 

The inatchleſs Force of Jenm's Love. 


Tis true a Noſegay I addreſt. 

To grace the witty Dapbne's Breaſt, 

But twas at her deſire to try, 

It Damon caſt a jealous Eye. | 

"Thoſe Flowers will fade by morning dawn 
Neglected ſcatter d o'er the Lawn, 

But in thy fragran. Boſom lies, 

A tweet perfumc that never dies. 


SONG 64. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how canit torment ? . 


If bitter, oh! tell me, whence comes my 
Content? ä 

Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 

Or grieve at ny Fate? Since I know tis in vain: 


| E | Yet, 
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Pet, fo pleafing the Pain' is. fo ſoft is the 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart. 
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At once it both wounds me end tickles my Heart. 


I graſp her Hand gent'y, look languiſhing down, 


And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known : 
Bat oh ! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 


- ve, | 
By found willias Miſtake todiſcover her Love! 
When, in ſtriving to hide, the reveals all her 
Flame, | 
Our Eyes teil each other what neither dare name. 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


| How pleafing is Beauty! how ſweet are her 


Charms! 
How delightſul Embraces! how peaceful her 

Arms! f 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
"Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt 


yield : 


"Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 


Field 


To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield ; 
_ *Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 


SONG 55. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


yar beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight} 
How cloſely yonder Vine 


Does round the Elm's fupporting Height = 


lis wanton Rioglets rwine ! 


p - ol 7 
. 
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161 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade} 
| Is with its Cluſters crown'd; 
And that fair Vine without his A4 
Had cxept along the Ground. 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Let this, my fair one, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove; | 
Yer mark what Care and Age impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 15 42 
Know thy own Bliſs, and Joy to hear 9 
ertumnu loves thy Charms, C. 
The youthful God thar rules the Year, 
nd keeps thy Groves ſtom Harms. 
keeps thy Groves irom Harms. 


| While ſame with ſhort-liv'd Paſſions glow, | 
is Love remains the fame; 
him alone thy Heart beſlow, 

And cool his conſtant Flame: 
So ſhail no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 

De form the blooming Spring ; 
C So ſha!l thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 

5 Their wonted Tribute bring. 

| 3 Their woated Tribute bring. 


s ON G 56. 


: 9 WAS whe the Seas were rowing 
tj With hollow Blaſts of Wind. 
A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd: 
Wide o'er the rolling Billows, 
She caſt a wiſhfyl Look; 
Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled oer ＋ Brook. 
5 2 


* 


„ — 


— web gone and over, 
And nine long: edious Days, 
Why didſt thou, vent rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seus? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: 
Ab! What's So troubled Motion 
To that within wy Breaſt ? 


The Merchant, 3 of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair; 

But what's the loſs of Treaſure 
To loſing of my Dear! 

Should you ſome Coaft be laid on, 
Where C Gold and Di'mouds grow, 

You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none "that loves you ſo. 


How can ſay that Nature 
Has n they 4 4 in vain? 
Why then — the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain? 
No Eyes the Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 


— da 


All melancholy Iying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her * 
| ay Blaſt with fighing, 
| Billow with 15 | 
When oer the white Waves Rooping, 6 
His floating Corps ſhe ſpy d, 


b J Then, like a Lily droopin 


D 
p . * 
1 

- 


ng, 
She bow'd her Head and dyd. 


e 


is ths A 


SONG 5. 


OVE's a gentle gen ou; Paſſion, 
Sou'ce of all ſublime Deligh:s, 
Winch with mutual Inciination 
Two fond Hearts in one unites. 
Two fond Hearts in one unites. 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe Joy which new bewitch's, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 
When obtain'd, we may repeat. 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation ; 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Is a glorious Emulation 


Ot rhe bliſsful State above. 


Of the bliſsſul State above. 
SON G &58. 
F Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles per- 
h 


plex, 
_ Fells ia uides, and Infirmities vex; 
Whole n know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who re without Joy, and lie down — 


Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, — 
| Drink deepof che Stream, and forget all your 
are. 


Driok oo d of the Stream, and forget all your 


' * 


[ 66 J 
Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh ſor in 
vain, 
And young ones the Rover they cannot regaia z 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy's : 
then the Summons, to Lethe-repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Cate. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her 
Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants ; 
The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wretgh be quite happy To-day : 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream. and ſorget all your 


Cave. 7 
Drink deep of the Stream, 2ad Nw = ou 
| — . 
5 8 O NG 59. 


TELLA ud Flavis, every Hour, 
Do various Hearts ſurprize; 
1 Stelia's Soul is al! her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eves: 
More boundleſs Flavia's coor pad * 
And SteHa's more confin'd; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 


But few a heav by Nead. 


| Stella, like Britain" « Monarch, __ 
_* . er cultivated Lands: 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants, F via deigns 
To tule o'er barren Sands: 


4 3 e 


TI 
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Then boaſt, ſair N, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 
Each Day that makes thy Charms 3 


© give to Stella more. 
8 0 N G 60. 
E Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the 
gay Plains, 
Approach ſrom your _ ard attend to my 
ſtrains ; ; 


Amongſt all your Number, a 1 ver fo true 
Was ne'er fo undone . ſuch Bliſs 3 in his View. 


Was ever a Kyowh ſo 150 hearted as mins? | 
She knows me fincere, and ſhe ſees how ! pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
But calmly and mijdl; 1ef gns me to Death, «i 


She calls me her Friend, bu: her Lover denies, 


She {miles when Var chearſul, but hears not my 
Sighs: 


A Boſom fo fl: inty, fo gentle an Air, 
Infpires me with Hops, and yet bias me Deſpair. 


7 


1 fall at her Feet, and i imp; ore he ih Tears, 
Her Anſwer. conſounds, while: her Manner en- 
, Geary: 
When ſoftly. ſhe telis me to hope no Relief, 4 
My trembling Lips * ber, in ** of ** Gre. 3 


By Wight vhile | 8 ſtill 3 w ith Cann, 
1 fat up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the Fair: 
The Fair fleeps in Peace; way ſhe ever do ſo, 


And only, when drea:uing, iinagine my Woe., 


p [ 68 1 
Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor further aſpire, 
Nor think ſhe could love whom the cannot admire : 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying hei Slave, 
Commend her to Heav'n, and go to the Grave, 


SONG 61. 
HE Hounds are all out, and the Morning 


does peep ; 
Why, how now, you ſluggardly Sot ! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
| While we all on Horſeback are got, 
My brave Bays ? 
While we all on Horſeback are | got. 


% 


I cannot get up, for the . s Cup 
1 So terribly lies in my Heads 5 
1 Befides my Wiſe cries, my Dear, do not rife, 
But cuddle me longer in Bed, 

My dear Boy ; 
But cuddle me longer in Bed. 


4 Come draw on your Boats, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Y | The tire us with longer Delay; 
& The Cry * the Hounds and the Sight of the 


Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, | 
My brave Boys; | N | 
van 5 arg. 


re, 


—— 
SONG 62. 

4 CANTATA | 

The RO AST-BLEEF of foglanf),.... 


7 WAS = Gs Gam of Calais, Hogarth 
tells, 

Where reigns Deſpair, and Famine ever dwells ; 

A meagre Frenchman, madam Granfire's Cook, 

As home that way he fleer'd with hungry Look ; 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-loin, | 

On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine; 

Good Father Dominick, by chance came by. 

With roſy Gills, round Paunch, and greedy Exe ; 

Who when he firſt beheld the greaſy Load, 

His Benediction on it he beſtow'd ; 

And while the ſolid Fat bis Finger preſs'd. 


He lick'd his Chaps, and thus the Kaighs addreſs y 


: Alx. A lovely Laſs, Ge. 


Roaſt-beef ! belov'd of all Mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When &reſs'd and garniſh'd to my Minds 
And ſwimming in thy Gravy ; | 
Not all thy Country's Force combin'd, 
Shou'd from my Fury ſave thee. | N 
Renown'd Sir-lgin, oft times decreed, 53 
The Theme of Engliſh Ballad; 


E'en Kings on thee have jay'd to feed, 4 
Unknown to ,Frenchman's Palate. + ©, 
O! how mu th thy Taſte exceed, 
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Soup-mezgre, Frogs and Sallad. 4 
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Rxcirartvx. 


A half-ftary'd Soldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and 1 
Who ſuch a Sight before had never feen ; 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with Wonder on the Briniſh Food; 
His morning's Mets forſook the friendly Bowl, 
And in ſmall! Streams along the Pavement ftole; 
He heav'd a Sigh which gave his Heart relief, 
And then in plaintive Tone declar'd his Giief. 
Ain. Foot's- Minuet. 
Ah ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder 
Dat looks ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar I ſee tis de Roaſt Beef from Londres: 
O grant to me one letel Bite. 
But to my Guts if you give no heeding, 
& - And cruel Fate dis boom denies, 
Ina kind Compaſſionto my pleading, 
LEReturn and = me feali my Lyes. 


_— . 


Rrcirarivx. 


His Tellow- guard of right Hibernian Clay, 

Whoſe biazen Front his Countty did betray ; 

From Tyburn's fatal Tree had hither fled, 
By honeft Means to get his daily Bread : 
Soon as the well-known Proſpect he eſpy'd, 

In doleſul Accents blubberiag he cry'd. 


Alx. Ellen a Noon. 
Sweet Beef that now cauſes . 
| So taking thy Sight is, | 
E. My Joy that fol light is, 
A To view thee by Pailtuls ——_— . 
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While have 1 comets ," Life e 3 
thin | 
ann 

Why did I come to ye ? | | 
The Gallows more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving. 


Rrcirartive 


the Ground hard by poor Sawney fat, | 
Who fed his Noſe and ſcratch'd his 'ruddy Pate”: 
But when old England's Bulwark he Jeſcry'd, 
His dear loy'd Mull, alas! was thrown afide ; 
With lifted Hands he bleſs'd bis native Place 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his Caſe. 


An. Bren of —— 


How hard, O Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late: 
To ſee ſuch Meat and can't be got, 
When Hunger is ſo great. 


O the Beef the bonny, bonny Beef, 
When roafled nice and brown, 

I wife | bad a ſlice of thee ; 

How feet it wau'd gang down. 


Ah Charly hadſt thou not been 1 

This ne er had happ'd to me, 
I wov'd the de'el had pick d mine ey'n, 
E'er 1 had grog'd of thee. 


© the Bref! Ee. 


Recrrartve,® 


But ſee ! my Muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where Health and Plenty chearfully unites 
 Whete ſiniling — guards great ene $ 


And Chains, _ Racks, and Tortures are un- 
known; _ 

Whoſe Fame ſuperior Bards have often wrote, 

An ancient Fable give me leave to quote. 


As once on a Time a young Frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large Ox which graz d on the Plain; 
| Hebvated his Size he cou d quickly attain, 
4 C the roaſt Beef, Ic. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little Frame, 

Mamma who ſtood by, like a knowing old Dame; 

Cry d. Son, to atter' dt it, you're greatly to blame. 
Ob the roaft Beef, Cc. 


But deaf to Advice, he for Glory did thirſt, 1 
An Effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt ; 
III * and ſtrait ing too hard, made him a 


3 I | Ob . — Beef, &c. : 7 


3 Then, Briton?, be valiant, the Moral is clear, 
Te Ot is old England. the Frog is Monſieur 3 
2 " Whoſe uffs and Bravadoes we need never fear. 


Os the ruaſ Beef, Cc. 


ö 
© To ſec the brave Ox ſmoaking hot on the Table ; 
WES croak like che Frog ia the 
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SONG 63. 


On MAY, turote in * 1761. Tune, Tweed- 


HE Virgin when ſoften'd by Mar, 
Attends to the Villager's Vows ; 
T he Birds ſweetly bill on the Spray, 
And Poplars embrace with their Boughs. 
On Ida, bright Venus may reigo, 


Ado d for her Beauty, above; 
Wie 


Shepherds, that live on the plai 
Hail Ma v, — 
From the Weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephir careſſes the Pine; 
The Bee fteals a Kiſs from the Roſe, 
And Witlows and Woodbines entwine. 


The Pinks by the Rivulet Side, 


That border the vernal Alcove ; 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft Tide, 
For Mar is the Mother of Lore. 


Mar tinges the Butte:fly's Wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 
The Larks and the Lianets now ſing, 
Their Muſick is t them — * 
The Stock · dove recluſe with her Mate, 
Conceals her fond Bliſs in the Grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That Mer is the Mother of Love. 
The Goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Le Virgins be ſportive and gay; 1 
Get yout Pipes, Oh ye Shepherds, in tune, —_ 
For Muligk muſt welcome the Mar. = 


* 


Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen Anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell a ſoft Tale, and he'll find, 

That Mar is the Mother of Love. 


SONG 64 


\AIR is the Swain, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lily of the Vale ; 

44 he Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale : 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; | 

But fairer is my Iſabel. 


Sweet is the Violet, ſweet the Roſe, 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May ; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſclole, 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ſtray : 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-lark of his Love, 
And fond the feathei'd Lovers all: 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


SONG 6; 


IS there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
1 To eaſe a wounded Breaſt ; 
 "Thro' Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wilh, and yet to reſt? 


Let Wiſdom boaſt, *tis all in vain, - 4 
An Empire o'er the Mind ; - 
*Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Rein, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind, 
And triumphs oer Mankind. 


Thrice happy Birds, who on the Spray f 
Unartſul Notes prelong, 4 
Your feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pow'rful Song: 
By Nature fierce, withcut controul, 
The human Savage ran; 
Till Verſe refin'd his lubborn Sou | 
And civiliz'd the Man, 
And civiliz'd the Man. 


Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's —_ 
And chears the drooping Slave 
I; wins a Smile from hoary Age, 
And diſappoints the Grave : 
The Force of Numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each other Ear; 
Tho' my fond Cauſe ſhould Phebus plead, 
He'd find a Daphne here, 
He'd find a Daphiae here. 


Did Heav'n ſuch wond'rous Gifts produce, 4 
Jo curſe our wretched Race; 4 
Say, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face ; 
Thus, in the Sun, bedawb'd with Gold, ; 
The baſking Adder lies; | 
The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 
Then graſps the Snake, and dies, 
"Pee * — 


3 COT * A 76 T 
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Gzizxwoop Hat Or, Colin's Deſcristi 5 
4 


MARY ! folt in Feature! 
I've been at dear Vauxhall; - 

No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 

Not that they Eden call : 
At Night ſuch rare Vagari 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 

All look'd like giant Fairies, 

Methought when firſt I enter d. 
Such Splendor round me ſhone, 

Into a World I ventur'd, 

Where roſe another Sun ; 
Whilſt Muſick, never cloying, 
K.. We — > "_ I hear ; 

* 'm ſtill enjoying: 
re 


| * | Here Paintings, ſweetly glowiry, 


Where e er our Glances fat! 
1 Bedeck the Greenwood Hall: 
& "The King there dubs a Farme: ; * 


o 
þ 


3 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
| Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves. 


As ſtill amzz'd I'm ſtraying. 
O'er this enchanted Grove, 
I ſpy'd a Harper playing 
All in his proud Alcore : 
Id ft my Hat, oefiring 
leid tune up buxom Joan 
But what was 1 aGmiring ? 


Aczooks, a Man of Stone. 


But now, the Tables ſpreading, 
They all fall to with Glee ; 

Not e en at Squire's fine Wedding 
Such Dainties did I ſee: 

I leng'd (poor ſtarveling Rover); 

But none heed Country Elves ; 

Theſe Folk, with Lace daub'd over, 

Love only dear themſelves. 


Thus, whilft mid Joy abounding, 

. As 4 they're gay; 

At Diſtance. Crouds furreunding 

I be hady of the May: 

The Man i' th' Moon peep'd ſlily. 
Soft twinkiing thro the Trees, 

As tho' twould pleaſe him highly 


* Mr. Handel's Statue. 


F 3 


1 
s ON 6. 


HAT care I for Affairs of State? 
Or who is rick, or who is great ? 
How far abroad th' ambitious roam, 
To bring or Gold or Silver home ? 
What is t to me if France or Spain 
Conſent to Peace, or War maintain. 


1 pay my my Taxes, Peace or War, 
And wiſh all well at Gibraltar; 
But mind the Cardinal no more 
Than any other ſcarlet Whore: 
Grant me, ye Pov'rs, but Health and Reſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, O! let me keep | 
My Liverty and feed my Sheep: | 
A ſhady Walk, well lind with Trees; 
A Garden, with a Range of Bees; 
An Orchard, which good Apples bears 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears. 


Where Winters never are ſevere ; 
Good Barley-lands, to make good Beer ; 
With Entertainment for a Friend ; 
To ſpend in Peace my latter End. 
© In Honefty, and home-ſpun grey; 
b And let the Ey'a ning crown the Day. 
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AINLY now ye ftrive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of blooming May ; 
How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away ? 
While Lotharia keeps away ? 


Go, ye warlJing Birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye Clouds, the ſmiling Sky; 
Sweeter Notes her Voice can give me, 
Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, 


s O NG 69. 


nr. fre thy Mind, _ 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 


Not to follow Flocks 'd: 
Scorn thy Crook, — Plain. 


Crowns Ill throw beneath thy Feet; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread. 
Which Way e er thy Fancy's led. 


Py 
SONG ye. 
A Faveurite CANTAT A. 


Recitartive. 


PON the Coaſt of Argos rocky Shore, 
e roar; 
Amymone, the young, the faireſt of the Wood, 
| 7 fi eagerly purſu'd; * 
eary'd with flight, by fears oppreſt, 
She thus th immortal Pow'rs addreſt. 


Als 


Neptune, God of all the Ocean, 
Hear a tender Maid's Devotion ; 


ReciTaTive. 


| trembling Nymph did thus in Tears, 
1 Implore the ver ry God to diſſipate her Fears 3 

. The God appears. the Satyr flies, 
4 his wond'ring Eyes 
| his Flame, and on d his vaſt ſurprize ; 
1 Wit chai wort onde he charms her Ear. 


_ ; Az. 


9 
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Air. 
Triumph, charming Creature, over 
Your preſumptuous vanquiſh'd Lover! 
In the Conquelt of your charms, 
While Neptune Courts you to his Arms. 


Beauteous creature, now, if ever 
You intend to bleſs a Lover; 
Vield to me, that beſt can move 
Thy tender Soul to ſofteſt Love. 


SONG 71. 
Corti end PRHIILILISs, a Dialague. 


He. EAR Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind 
to my Pain, 
Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain. * 
And s' love you fincerely tor ever, 
And I'll love you ſincerely for ever, 
And 1 ll love, &c. 


| She. Ah Collin, my Heart was about to comply, 
But what my Hear; wiſhes, my Fears 32 
T can never be yours. 
He. What never? . 
She. No never! I ean never be yours. 
He. What never ? 
Sbe. No never! 1 ne'er can be yours. 


He. Fie, Phillis, how can you till trifle with Love z 
Away withyour Fears, and my Paſſion approve. . 
When ! tell you, | love you fur ever, 

When I tell you, I love you for ever, | 

When I tell 3 3 
0 * 


} 


X * 
> * 


+. 
RT” 


©... 
$be. Fie,Collin, how can you fhill teaze me in vain, 
R DTT ny 
can never be yours. 
He. What never? 
She. No never! i can nerer be yours. 
He. What never? | 
She. No never! I ne'er can be yours. 


He. Then adien to all Joy, my Heart will fure 
break, 
If my Phillis denies what I fondly did ſec. 
I can never be happy, no never, 
can never be happy, no never, 
I] can never, &c. 


She. Then away with my Daubts, I can ſondiy 

believe. 
That Collin his Phill's will never Geceive. 

hat Collin will love me 

He. For ever. 

Sbe. You never, ſute never, wil! TEINY me. 

He. No never! 

She. You never, ſure never, will leave me. 

He. No nevei, no never, will leave you. 


SONG 22. 


4 


LIBERTT. 


INCE ev'ry Charm and matchlets Grace, 
\J So brilliant ſhines in Cees Face; 
- What can it mean, ve {z04s, hat ſhe 

| Has robb'd me of my Liberty ? 


When Morning ſmiles, or Evening dans, 
In painted Fields, and flow'ry Lawns ; 
Fech fcather'd Mate, on Buh or Tree, 

. en ſocth i in \ praile of Libe: "ONT | 
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On their unartful, harmleſs Sprays, 
Thankſgiving Notes compoſe their Lay? 
Their Echoes great Felicity, | 
To ſbew the ſweets of Liberty. 


While Man, alas! is doom'd tc rove, 
The thorny Paths, and Seas of Love : 
The warb'ling Choir, from Turmoils free, 
Enjoy their Loves and Liberty. 


Before my Chloe's Form I view'd, 
A tranquil State my Mind purſu'd: 
I knew not then what twas to be 
Depriv'd of Peace, of Liberty. 


But, fince that fatal, hapleſs Day, 
I've figh'd my Pride and Soul away; 
No Joys had Charms to pleaſure me, 
Since e er I loſt my Liberty. 


Think then, my Chloe, e er too late, 
How hapleſs Low may terminate ; 
If you in pity don't agree, | 
To give me back my Liberty. 


SONG 73. 
Sers Panon nu. ſuppoſe my fond 


Eyes, : 

Reveal with what Ardour I glow ; _ 

Reveal with what Ardour | glow: ; 
Well, what if ds there's = How tweet 

cries? AJ 

1 S 1 

can but deg/ you, you know. — ff, © 1 
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I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips 4 ſweet Kiſs, 
wou'd you the Favour beſtow ; 
wou'd you the Favour beſtow : | 
Lord bleſs me, ſaid the, what 4 Queſtion is this? 
1 Gas Ie Ray ya, you now, you Gaow'; | 
I can but but deny you, you' know. 


, not contented, 1 ail aſk for more, 
or Pleaſure from Pledfore will grow; 
EF For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow : 

what you will, the reply'd as before, 
EINE — — dons, — 


Say, 


Come then, my dear Love, wo the Wood let's 


repair, 

- Cry'd Damon, and offer'd 10 go ; 
Cry d Damon, and offer'd to go: 
No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd. Phillis, for there 


IL could not deny you, you 3 
3 W 


oN Mol who lives at the ſoot of the 
RH A | 
. hoſe Fame ev'ry Virgin with envy does fill; 
4 Beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a. Shale, 
That Men calt-her the Laſs with © delice Air 


[tes Renato af bis 99 i he Grave, 
In . — 2 not dreaming of Love; 
Icharc d to etpy the gay 23 a 1 
8 the had got a moſi delicate 


* 


? 


PR 


41 * J 

By a onrancing Brook on © green moffy Bed 

A Chapler , the fair one vs laid,” 

Surprix d and tranſported I could not for bear, 
With Raptures to gaze on her delicate Air. 


From that Moment young Cupid ſelected a Dart, 
And pierc'd without pity my innocent Heart; 
And trom thence how to gain the dear Maid ras 


my Care, 
For a Captive I ſell to ber delicate Air. <3 
When ſhe ſaw me the bluſh'd, and complin'd 
ss rude, 


| And begg's of all Things that I would not intrude ; 
I anſwer'd I could not tell how came there, 
Jr laod all. che fault on her delicate Air. | 


Said her Heart was tac Prize which i ſought 10 1 
obtain. * 


And hop'd that bes deen to 4 my ſond Pain; 
She neither te jedted nor granted my Prayer, 
But fir d all my Soul with her delicate _ 


A thanked Times o'er I've repeated — Suit, 

But flill tbe Tormentes affects to be mute 

Then tell N ve Swains, who have conquer'd the 
alr, 


| How ve win the dear Laſs wit 2 


8 0 N G 8. 
REAT Japiter weak ie cn Day is bis Head, 4 
To lend forth a Meſſenget, as it was nds I 
4] » zearch every Place, and to ftrifly inquire. 
— Fabio choſe to retite. , 
| Dory dren, he .Y 
* 3 | N 


„1 Suche, Ga! er dreſt, 
A punQual Obedience to Orders ex 

And promis'd great Feve he would certainly find 
| Where ſhe was, if with Deities, or with Mankind. 
Derry down, . &c. 


© Thien down flew the God to fam'd Cythbera's 
Mayo ſome News from the young God of 


| Who at firſt could not tell how to make a reply, 
But at laſt told the Truth, tho' accuſtom'd to lie, 


Derry down, &c. 


I'm ignorant, faith, ſays the little arch Urchin, 
What Place for Fidelity you muſt go ſearch in; 
But am vaſtly ſurpriz d you think there to find her, 
When you know that my Mother and I never mind 


her. (ny &c.) 


This Anſwer not fuiting at all to his Taſte, 
Away then to Hymen does Mercury haſte ; 
But what Ignorance here did he ſhew of Mankind, 
To imagine Fidelity there he ſhou'd find. 


Derry down, &c. 
Again diſappointed, he made no ſtay, 
But with all expedition continu'd bis Way: 
ret —_— that perhaps it might anſwer his 


I inquiry he made of the Goddeſs of Friends 
* « Derry down, &c: 


$54 1 
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But vain were his hopes in his ſearch here like- - 


wiſe, | 
For his 11 anſwer d, with Tears in her 
ae EM 


Alas! honeſt Friend, this Goddeſs ſo dear, 
For whom you inquire, is ſeldom ſeen here. 
Derry down, c. 


In one only Place you can find her on Earth, 
So haſten away to the Sons of true Mirth; 
To a Lodge of Farre-Masons immediate repair, 
And no manner of doubt but you'll meet with her 
| there. | (Perry down, &c. ) 


SONG 56. 
On the KING of PRUSSIA. 
By Mr. 4 — 


JJEACE in her Arms careſſing. 
Lurope with L.aurels croun'd; 

And Ceres Golden Blethne, 
Inxrich'd the tertile Ground. 

Lach Burk with 4 rcalure treighted, 

* Cleaving the hynd to; 

Lach Prince ſtom Envy ſeated, 
Ho happy the avode ? 4 
Thus was the galden Age reſtor'd, zal] France 
6 diſſenſion 1 g. 1 


_— 
. by 
. * 
— 
_ - 


To ſee Religion languith, 


by Schemes were always bending, | 
atbitrary Power ; 


But Jove, greet Pruſſia ſendi. . 


In the important Hour, 


Who came like Glory lei ag. 


To prop the ſiuking otate 


V hoſe Courage never fading, | EM 


" Diliia'n's the Tytant's hate, 
While for his Conatiy's Cauſe he fights, defies 


unpending Y Fate. 


All Auftria's Foes aſſembling. 


92 


e bghts them three to one; 

Yet calm while they ate tremb'ing, 
Bellona looking on. 

No Fear his Thoughts alarms, 
While ſa:n'd for proweſs hard; 

His Troops we l vers'd i in arins, 

The coming Blow to ward, 


| Whole animated Spirits ne'er ſapertor Force 


regard. . 


Jn martial Form neck. 

His numerbus Foes he dares ; 

Apd where the Danger's g.enteſt, 
Impetuous fuſh like Mars. 

Bleſt Freedom's Foes to v anquiſh; 
Whole Soul had ne'er inchn d, 
In Gallick Chains confin'd. 

But rend the Yoke of vlavery, bal Prince of * 

Sn * | 


9 
„ ö 
* , 
I MN 
* «4 . * * pe 
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. M5 hana wi. \ 
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SONG 5. 


A Song. on their Royal Highneſſes, Anne, Princefy 
Rozal of England, and William, Prince of 
Orange and Naſſau. 


O my Nafſau, did you know how I langyifh, 

You'd pity my Pain ; , 

Your alone canrelieve my ſad Anguiſb, 
Return ſoon again 

Never __ wy N Pattion you'll find without 


0! ay Neſ. ©! Mf O! wy , 
See wy Nafſay, from Bath is returning, 


is Nanny to wed ; (ing 

His Health is reftor'd, and Hymen's Torch burn“ 
Conduct him to bed; 

Of what there he'll do to me I'll not ſtand in awe, 

A morn, ſhou'd you ſee my | 


ue, 


Feel, Naſſau, thoſe tranſports fo killing, 
"Which Laude any 


When you lie in my Arms, with kiſſing and billivg 
| Our Time we'll employ; 

Wou'd the Biſhop once tack us, according to Law, 

Jon 88 of wedlock- ſhould feel, my 


Rel op neue. 3 


© 


— 
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Kiſs, my Naſſau, thy Nanny fo ne 
"Whoſe Paſſion's ſo free; 


Nor fancy, my Dear, my love's tos preſumiog. 
Since tis owing to 
$hou'd the Maidens me envy, I cute eet — 


For if envious they prove, they may kiſs my 
Naſſau. 


Kiſs my Naſ. kiſs my Naſ. kiſs my Naſſau. 
SONG 78. 


On a young Lady at Liverpool. Tune, Polly Willic. 
(By the Author of the former.) 


ASTE, ſweet Calliope ! deſcend, 

O! deign, for _— Os 

Say, which way ſhall I wia ye ? 

While-I attempt, tho' weak my Lays, 

In humble Verſe, to fing the Praiſe 
. 


The Lily and the Roſe, Wan 
o'er her Cheeks diffuſe, 
All radiant Gold her Hair is; 
Not Sally fair, or Kitty Fell, 

Of whom our modern Poets tell, 
Or Polly half fo fair is. 


Her Lips are Coral, envy'd hue, 
— — o'erſpread with Dew ; 
And fragrant as the Morning; 
When Phœbus mounts the gilded Car, 
And well pleas'd Swains behold him far, 
JEONG TEREIng 


* 


r 


„ RE... 


T4] 


Her downy, panting, ſnow-white Breaſt, 
Ye Gods, What Mortals can expreſs ? 
Forgive my vain endeavour; _ =" 4 
Left I, like Phaeron ſhould ſoar, 
Like him ſhou'd fall, and be no more 
In lovely Jenny's Favour. 


The native luſtre of her Eyes, 
The choiceſt Brilliant far outvies; 
duch ſoftneis in each Feature! 
Vere I with Crœſus' Riches blett, 

d all forego to be pufſels'd 
Of Jenny, charuiag C:cature. 


But ch! th' inconſtant rover trays, 
See o'er the Mead the, tiipping, plays, 
One Hand her crock fultaining ; 

Her tender Lambkin by her Side, 
She ſighs to be young Collin's E, ide, 
And leaves me thus complaining. 


To Erton's brow, or Vernon's Hall, 
Or Ladies walk, at Collin's call, 
She hies with lovers Ardour ; 
While me, negl'ected and forioin, 
She meets with cold Diſdain and Scorn, 
O cou'd Idifregard her. 


Adieu, my Pipe and Laurel too, 
Since fickle Jenny'll not be true; 
Ah! faite, deceitful beauty! 
Say, tell me why Va ſlighted ſo? 

Is ir for this, to let you know, 
Todie for you's my Duty ? 


No more t Nymphs ſhall round me throng, 
And HY at tentive to my Song, 


At ev'ry Hour of leiſure; 
The mournful Willow binds my Head, 
* die beneath the myrtle Shade, 
Lis ciuel Jenny's Pleaſure. 


SONG 79, 


Blitannia from | a Rock liflening to the B-, v 
recitę the Praiſes ſo of the Heroes) n @ final from 
une of the D.ucen's aproach „ deſcends i 

receive and gratulate her arrival. 


RITANNIA, from her rocky Seat, 
Attentive hears her Bards repeat 
*The Deeds of Heroes, brave and free, 
Who dauntleſs fought ſor Liberty. 


| Neptune his awful Trident ſhakeg, 
The Wave in gentleſt murmur breaks; 
The royal Bark, with [Helling tail. 
Triumphant bounds beivre the Gale. 


_ Charlutie comes !—Pritannia cries ; 

| Charlotte coi; es !—reſounds the Skies; 
Charlotte comes I great Gronce's Bride, 
In Beauty's bloom, n Virtue's pride. 


My Sons aproach,—rhe Rites begin, 

Hail lovely Charlotte Altion's ; "i 3 
Oh! welcome to, theſe blisful Iles! | 
P Where Freedom reigns, where 88 nies. 


BY 


«a Da 0 0 


alt: -- Ma 


Fc RH A. 3 IN ,4 4 her 


"T0? 


Juſt Heav'n decrees, thy matchleſs Charms 
Shou'd bleſs the nobleſt Monarch's Arms; 
Pe ſacred held th” auſpicious Day, 

That gave bright Ment regal wy. 


My Bard>—metodious raiſe the breaks, 
To diſtant Lands dur Joys proclaim ; 
While Echo waſts the gratetul Theme; 
Hail lovely CBanLonit! Aliens Queen. 


SONG So. 


8 8 


On bis Majeſty's CO ROHAT I 0 K. 
Tune. He comes, he comes, the Hevy comes. 


E reigns! he teigus! the Hero reigns! 
Loud, loudly raiſe your joyſul Strains ; 
"{ is Heaven's decree, to) leſs our Iſles, 


Wich George's er. cle Smiles, 


From ſuch a happy Roy.:l Pair, 
Who ma ke the public Good their Care; 


What Bleſſings will Bre:annia ice, 
Sacred to late Poſterity ! 


This Day the Crown furrougds the Brow, 
Of Heaven's beſt Monarch here below; 
While Charlotte holds the ſcepter'd Dove, 
Emblem of ever faithful Love. 


Tho' Nereids, envious of thy Charms. | 
Wirhheld thee from thy Monarch's Ams; Y 
Now, gloriovs Queen. aſſert thy Reign, 
Great Empreſs of the A / are Main. 


Tho' B to the Court returns, 
And Azftria with impatience burns; 
Tho' Ruſſions ravage diſtant Lands, 
Plenty ſtill Flows, Shoe George commands, 


O!] may kind Heav'n aſſiſt his Arms, 

To cloſe the Scene of War's Alarms; 
That Eurepr's Sons may drop the Sword, 
Cicath'd by the Voice of Britcin's Loc! 


Thus when loud Cannons ceaſe to roar, 
And Peace reſounds from Shore to Shore; 
Our grateful Notes again we'll raiſe, 
Whilſt George and Charlotte crown our 1 


SONG ; 


N the white Cliffs of Albion, ſee Fame 
where ſhe ſtanda, 
And her ſhrill ſwelling Notes reach the neighbour 
ing Lands; 
Of the 1 ane and theit Conqueſt: fi 
ngs, 

The happieſt of Men with the greateſt of King 

Derry down, & 


Grorce the ie Third, ſhe FFP] his vat Glo 


repeats, 
His undiſmay'd Legions, invincible Fleets ; 
Whom nor Caſtles, or Rocks, can from Hono: 
retard ; 
Since e'rn Death, for their King, they with ſco! 
diſregard, 


Derry Gowon, |: 
'O ? 


His juſt Rights to aſſert, hath dhe King amply 


_— 


O! but ſee a Cloud burſt, aud 1 A appears ; 
"Tis Peace, lovely Virgin! teten U T2 as 
Say, Fame, cry'd the Maid, is't not Time to 
give o'er, 
Wick eker and Famine, Exploſions and Gore? 
Derry down, Se. 


| try'd, 

Nor 8 or Strength, can opponenta 
| ide ; 5 
Then 8 let dread Thunders de 
But leave them to me, and give enſe to the World. 
Derry down, Ic. 


'Tis done, and great Gon is to Mercy in- 

| clin'd, 

The bleſt Word is forth for the of 

| Mankind: yy 2 

"Tis the act of a Briton, to beat, 222 

And our King is a Briten, deny it who dere. | 
nn 6 


Te Hodgſon and Keppel let then ſmile, 
And ws ll gr brave Troops, who hare r 


and with 
May they meet juſt reward, Courage 


| Still to hu. ale . Pride aad the Powe of France. 2 


Derry down, Ge. 


crap 


„„ 
8 Ehage jou Ges Lip ig, 0 a Health 0 : 


Tb the Dake and the Privceſs, and make the Ar 


May he Dayzof great Gz0nce be all happy and 


ö ng, 
And the * Man ſtill be right, who yet never way 


8 ON 6 82. 


| Invirarion te the Robin-Hood Ow: By a 
ee. 


H*'t: dts acne ſo free and ſo 
a 
We honour yoy all in your Station ; 
Let think we as ftee are, «nd loyal as you are, 
Or any gay Souls in the Nation. 
| Come fo—— ind view us, 
Say what you pleaſe to us, 
You'll find us good Fellows and hearty ; 
For our Country or Friend, 
| Our laft Drop we wiil ſpend, 
1 But encourage no Faction or Party. 


And our Armies and Fleets are viRtorious ; 
S NNE 02 Way a health to the 


King 
That is Rein be long, 222 


7 
_ . 


But foeeriag and 8 
And Liquor long nurſing, 
We Ron1n-#00Ds ever deſpiſe, Sir; 
With good Porter and — 
We ourſelves will 


And hates WATER ar hs 


No ſome Blade, whate'er be his Trade, 
Shall be ſuffer'd at all to annoy us; 


merry and ct 
The Foe to n Female, 
May go to the 5 — l, 
He ne'er ſhall be one of our Members ; : 
. To our Bottle and Glaſſes, 4 
And ſweet kiſſing Laſſes. "3" 
We think ourſelves no vain pretenders. Y 


Our Toaſts are Will Piet, honeſt Bernard the cit, 
Next, the good Colonel Dunn ſhall go round 


Sirs, 
Who gave up his All, at his Country's call, - 
The like of him ſcarce can be found, Sus; 
| Then Lucas the brave, | 
1 renn. a 
Who wicked ones — 
Thoſe t—— in Furs, | 
Sban't treat us like Curs, 
While CnaxLe x firs Member for Dublin. 


CG 


IF 


— 


1 1 


We Toaſts are ſucceſſively drinking : 
The Minutes we're joking and 


ſmoaking 
At thoſe who ſit be thinking. 
youre _— all, 


2 preſident, prithee, Fellow, 
J ns nie, its, god | 
: Thus our Joys ſhall abound, 
4 Till potent Sir Fobn makes us mellow. 


With our innocent 


lives, 
Wee "ne Lecd in the Nation. 
"Bucs as derects on cent. 
Can exceed us in Mirth. 
All who chooſe to be jovial and hearty; 
Make haſte and aw y, | 
10 — , I pray, 
"© And be one of bold Rebin-becd's Party. 


SONG $3. 


N Tram, SHAN BUY. 


F. * Lord help him, but little he knows us: 


8 


5 a * \ 
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T0 theſe, PO.” . dear Liberty's Friends, 


Then Home we depart, well pleas'd in our Heart 


% 


Recreation; 
To our Sweethearts or Wives, while ſo happy our 


Charafer of Sir Call ob 
V 2. of the ee. of 


E that thinks the Attack of of an {rifman 


If in Love or in Fight they us: | 
For in all kinds of Wars, or of Curio or Mans, 
Our Courage and Weapons are ready: 
Tus to the Back-bone, we give them their own, 
Our Motto is, willing and fleady. 
With —_— fmallalloo, bow wow wow, 


SONG 8. 


Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaſt, 
Where Ambroſia with exquiſite Sauces were 


dreſt ; 
The Eatables did with their Deities ſuit, | 
But what they ſhould drink did occaſion diſpute. 


Tm dime . old Nectar was grown out of . 
Being what they de drigk long before the Crea- 
When the Sky-colo'' Clock was mon'd from th 


re the Feller Bow, great Jove gave the 


Int of « bento Wk 
Whereia they did » ſee Gods 26 Bis: | 


Quotk Jove, C0000 | 


Whereby mortal Wits far exceed us in Mirth z . 
Therefore our wiſe Godheads together lets lay, 
And endeavour to make it much fironger than 
6 "ys. 8 | 
2 


2 


The Fair and the Foe, oh! we lay their Henze 


* 


8 
* f 


— * 
* 
. * 
2 _—_ 7 
* * 
b ry _ 
"Twas ; Y 
P » << 
* 
* * 7 »& 
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* 
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With Pitchers to fill at the Well of Parnaſſus; 


| To Poets new-born, this Liquor was brought, 


And they ſuck'd it in for their Morning's firſt 
Draught. 


Juno for Lemons ſtept into her Cloſet, 

Which when ſhe was fick the infus'd into Poſſet; 
For Goddeſſes may be as ſqueamiſh as Gipſies, 
The Sun and the Moon you know have their 


Eclipſes. 


Theſe Lemons were call'd the Heſperian Fruit, 

. Where a vigilant Dragon was ſaid to look to it; 

ok: eee eee 
ater, ; 

The reſt of the Ingredients i in order came aſter. , 


Venus, admirer of all Things that were ſweet, 
Without whoſe Infuſion, there had been no Treat, 
Commanded two Sugar-loavcs, white -3 her 


n che Table by Pair ef young 
© 0 a ait : 
Loves. | 


$5 wonderful curious thoſe Deities were, : 
Sugar was ſtrain'd thro' a Piece of fine Hair : 


. NLE 
without bis Aſiftaace there could be oo | 


_— 


Neptune. this Ocean of gooddLiquor did crown, . « 4 


* h 
Langoon : 


a 
at 4 Table 2 curling his Waker, 
h he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial Gallants, 
_— give a Fig for the Punch without 
antz : 
Therefore, my Ganymede, I do command ye, 
To throw in ten Gallons of right Nantz, Brandy. 


Saturn, of all the Gods there, was the oldeſt, 
And we may imagine his Stomach was coldeſt ; 
He out of his Pouch, did nine Nutmegs Produce, 


Which being well grated were put in che Juice. 


With a Sea Biſcuit, 'bak'd very hard in the Sun. 
The Bowl being finiſh'd, a Health then began, 
Quoth Jove, let it be to that Creature call'd Man 3 


'Tis to bim alone we theſe Bleſſings do owe, 


For Heaven, it was never true Heaven till now. 


The Gods being pleaſed, the Health went about, 


*Till OP Bacchus great Guts nigh burſt 


The other jolly Gods whole Oceans did ſwallow, 
AQReon with Hounds and wich Huntſmen did 


 hollo; 


Ang, dl the Word over chr Fame id ring. 
G 3 ese A 


* 


2 


ief of the Bilkers, 4 


TI wx] 
SONG 85. 
Moderation and Alteration. 


He. old Song made by good ancient 
ate, 
Of „ e had a good 
} te; 
And kept a very plentiful Houle at a very plenti- 
ful Rate, 
T_T OG the poor at his 


| 8 moderation O wonderful moderation! 


With an old Lady, whoſe anger a good Word 
ua 


; — 
5 Who never knew what belong' d to Coachmen, 


Footmen or Pages; 
But every Quarter paid her old Servants their 
ages, 


. | And kept twenty or this te old Men in blue Coats 


and Badges. Moderation, fc. 


With an ol Library $i1'd full of learned old Books, 
And a reverend old Chaplain, you may know him 
by his locks; | 
And an old Buttery-hlatch worn off the old Hooks, 
And a good old Kitchen that maintain'd half a 
D.zen old Cooks. Moderation, Se. 


. old Hall hung round with Guns, Pikes 
and Bow, 
And old Swords and hucklets, which lad botae 


oy bard Blows ; | | 
| . And 


Tn 103 "A 
And an old frizady Coat to cover his Worlkip's 


And 08 fart his 
2 tuft, ob to comfort * 
Copper Noſe. Moderation, Qc. 


With a good old Cuſtom when Chriſtmas is come, 

To call in the Neighbours with Bagpipe and 
Drum; 

And have good Cheer enough i 

And 


in every old _—_ 
Liquor ſtrong enough to make a Cat ſpeak, 
and a wile — Dumb. Mederation, Wc 


With an old Huntſman, a Falconer, and a Pack 
of Hounds, 
With which he ne'er hunted but on his own 
Grounds ; 
For he like a wiſe Man, always kept himſclf within 
Bounds, 
And when he dy'd left each Child a good old 
thouſand Pounds. Moderation, Sc. 


Then to his eldeſt Son his Houſes and Land he 
aſſign d, 
Charging him in his Will to be of the ſame boun- 
tiru! Mind; | 
But in the End you ſhall bear how he was inclin'd, 
And left his good old Father's precepts all 2 3 


Alteration, alteration, O! wonderful alteration ! 


Like a young Gallant, who had juſt taken Foſſeſſion 
wy of his Land, : 


He took 2 thouſand Pounds upon his own 


T1941. | 
Kept a Brace or two of Creatures at his own 
, Command ; 


And drinking at Tavems till he could neither fit 
or ſtand. Alteration, c. 


With a new Lady who was both freſh and fair, 

_ C— belong'd to Houſekeeping 
or Care; | 

Who kept a Dozen or tuo of Fans to play the 
wanton Air, 

And half = Dozen Dreſſes of other Women's 
Hair. Alteration, c. | 


[With a new Library Ruff'd fulihf Pamphlets and 


And = new Fiſkion'd Sort of a Chaplain who 
ſwears faſter than ke prays; 

| Alſo a new Buttery-hatch that opens but once in 
ned „ 

And a Kitchen . with nothin 

ws and Toys. Aheration, | 


La or ts en tek 
In which was never ſeen Fire, either of Turf, 
Coal or Wood, 
It was hung round with Pictures which did the 
„ — nad 
f were all 
lewd. Alteration, Ec. | 
With a new Faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a Poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone; 
„ och ee eee Porter, 
| ohn, 


 Whorelieves the Poor with a Thump on the Back 
wich a Stone. Alteration, Je. | 


- With 
7s ; ; 


- = 
” " 0 1 « 
= l ky — \ > 
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In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 


* 
* 
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With a new valet, beben is adorn, 
In order to attend my lord's levy in th morn ; 


The young gal 


umes health, wealth, and 
days. 


Alteration, Ofc. 
New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 


For which many of his father's good old manors 


were ſold; 


Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 
, b N grown ſo 


very 


Alteration, alteration, O ! wonderful alteration. 


SONG 86. 


The Wurzl-BAAROw. A Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


Ms Porter Will, aleng St Paul's did move, 
Depreſt with weighty Load, but wr.ce by 
Love ; 
By Chance the fair Ceriſſa there he found, 
Crying her fine Heart-Cherries, round and ſound : 
Will, 2 inftant pitch d, then ſtraig ht careſs'd 


And leaning o'er the Barrow thus addrefs'd ber. 


Air. 


With ſuch a ſtore | 

You may have ſtolen Hearts to ſell; 
ou may have ftolen Hearts to ſell : 

Cerifſa, too, you kn 

You Role it from me long agua 

And now I loop, to aſk of thee, 

To give it back, to marry me. 


ReEciTaTivVeE. 


Ceriſſa, 1 as ſhe ſpake, 

While all the Cherry uſh'd upon her Cheek, 
The melloweſt Fruit, unnotic'd cull'd apace, 
And ſent like Thunder at his doleful Face ; 


trundled, ſold along, 


And Conqueſts yet to come. 
Fair Youths my fov'reign Power ſhall feel, 
= Ten thouſand Hearts I'll daily fteal ; 

'  Crown'd Heads and Dukes ſubmit to me. 


SQNG 


/ 
"Mas 
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SONG 87. 
W the Nymphs were contending for 


Beauty and Fame, 
R cht of her claim ; 


At Court envy 
Court ſhe was envy d, and toalted at White's: 


But how ſhall I whiſper _this fair one's ſad Caſe? 

A cruel Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet Face ; 

Her Vermillion is chang'd to u dull ſettled Red, X 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled. 


Take heed, all ye fair, left you triumph in vain g 
For Sylvie, tho alter d from pretty to plain. 


. 


d, e no more can coquet it, and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe, - i 
C .Y 
Tho' pil for « Toaſt, ber wel fora fora 


h Tho pid or a Tot, ſhe's well form'd for a 


T COLLECTION. 
1 


| SONGS and AIRES 


IN THE 


BEGGARS OPERA. 


ACT 4 
PEACHUM. 
AIR 1. An eld Woman clothed in grey, xc. 


N NN HROUGH all he Employmens of 4 
| Life 4 
T N. Each Neighbeur abuſes his Brother: 
Er Whore and Roguc they call Huſband ** 
All Profeſſions be-rogue one another: 

The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 

/ The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; 

And the Stateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his Trade as honeſt as mine. 


* * 
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"IT } 
oa” 2. The bony gro- Morn, &c. 


Filch. Tis Women that ſeduces all Mankind, | 

By her we firft were taught the wheedling Arts; 

Her very Ey-s can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 

For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for Prey, 

And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charm : 

For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 


AIR 3. Culd and raw, &c. 


Mrs, Peach. Tf any Wench Venus's Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly 3 | 

4 Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
A .und her Face look wond'rous ſmugly. 

© Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 

{A Rope ſo charming a Zone is!) 
The Youth in bis Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
4 And we cry, There dies an Adonis! 


AIR 4. Why is yeur faithful Slave diſdein'd, xc. 


| Aﬀrs, Peach. If Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How. like a Moth, the imple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame! 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife. 

Her Honoui's ſing'd, and then for Life, 
She's—what I dare not name. | 


AIR 5. Of all the ſin le Things wve do, &c. 


Mrs. Peach. A Maid is like the golden Ore, 
Which hath Guineas intrinſical in t, Ba 


Whole 


F ds. Chg od : 


[ WY 
Whoſe Worth is never known, before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the Mint. 

A Wiſe's like a Guinea in Gold, 
Stampt with the name of her Spouſe; 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is ſold ; 

And 1 is Current in every Houſe. 


AIR 6. Vat Hall ] do to fre bow much ] love 
Ber, Kc. 


Polly. Virgins are © like the fair Flower in its Luſtre, - 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground: 7 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around. 
But, when once pluck d. tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden 'tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all en- 
during, 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


_ AIR 7. ob London is @ fine Town. | 


Mrs. Peachum. 4 

Our Polly is a ſad Skut! nor heeds what we have 
taught her. a 

I wonder any Man alive will ever rear a 17 
For ſhe — have both Hoods and Gowns, and 


4 


Hoops to ſwell her Pride, f 

With Scarfs and Stays, and Gloves and Lace; and 
ſhe'l) 4 Men befide I 
— gay, 4 

As Men ſhould ferve a Cucumber, ſhe Ang be. q 

| ſelf away. 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut, c. 2 
H 3 am 


— \ wa 4 * 2 7 
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AIR 8. Grim King of the Chef. &c. 


Pelly. Can Love be controul'd by Advice ? 
Will Cupid our Mothers obey? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame *twould have melted away. 
When he kift me, ſo cloſely he preſt, 
_ *Twas fo ſweet that I muſt have comply's ; . 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 


AIR 9. O Jenny, , 


Mrs. Peach. O Polly, you might have toy d and 
kiſt, 
By keeping Men off. you keep them on. 
Polly. But he ſo teaz d me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me. | 
What I did, you muſt have done. 
| AIR 10. Thomas, J canzet, Kc. 
1 Polly. I. like a Ship in Storms, was toſt ; 
J Vet afraid to put in to Land; | 
For ſeiz'd in the Pott the Veſſel's loſt, 


V hoſe treaſure is contraband. 
'The Waves are laid, | 


My all is in toy Poon. 


Peach. A Fox 


Polly. 2 grader well be not ſevere ; 


Pol. The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, | 


4 " 
7 ; 
2 5 


AIR 11. Soldier and a Sailer; 


may ſteal your Hens, Sir, 9 

A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Your Wife may ſteal your Reſt, Sir 
1 your Goods and Piate. 

But this is all but picki 

With Reſt, Pence, Chet and Chicken ; 
; fe ever was decreed, Sir, 

If Lawyer's Hand is fee'd, Sir, 


AIR 12. e endeaiclt ye Parents dear. 


ah a wrecked Wie ! v 
or on the Rope that hangs my Dear 
Depends poor Polly's Life. 


AIR 13. Le printems rappelle aux arma. 


Her Lover 
The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, 
| — . 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent wit Sighiog, 
| Pair'din Death, as pair'd in Love. 


4 


4 


-I 


2 f 1 
- 2 


1 6 ] 
Did your F never 
To ſome 4 Lover? me 
Poly. Without Diſguiſe, 
Hedving Sighs, 
g Eyes, | 
My conſtant Heart diſcover. 
Fondly, fondly let me loll ; 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll, 


AIR 15. Pray, fair one, be lind 


Mach, My Heart was fo free, 
_ Wo rov'd like a Bee, 
ly my Paſſion ited ; 
hee cock Flower. 
I chang'd ev'ry Hour, 7 
But here ev'ry Flower's united. 


AIR 16. Over the Hills and for owng. 15 


Mach, Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs ; 
Warm amidſt eternal Froft. 
Too ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs. 
| Polly. Were I fold on Indian Soil, 
Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I could mock the Fn. Toll 
| When on my Charmer's Breaft repos'd, 
22 How I woul love * the Day, 
very Night would iſs and play, 
cb. If with me you'd fondly 1 
5 away. 


bs cs of 
AIR 17. Gin thou wert mine an thing 


Polly. Oh wht Pain it is to part! 
Can I leave thee, can leave thee ? 
Oh what Pain it is to part! 
Can thy Poly ever leave thee? 
But left Death my love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal Cart. 

Tuus | tear thee from my bleeding Heart! 

Hy bence, and let me leave thee. 


AIR 18. O the Brom, &c. 


Macs. The Miſer. thus, a Shilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, | 
With Sighs reſigns i it by degrees, 
Aud fears tis gone for ay. 
| Polly. The Boy, thus, when his 3 
The Bid in ſilence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of Sight 't is gone, A 
Wines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. "4 


nx ct u e 
ACT BH. 
AIR 13. Full eviry Glaſi, &c. 


* 


„Mart. IL L er Glafs, for Wine ifpires ut, | s 
und fires us 
\W1:h Courage. Love and Jo. 
Women zug \\ ine Mould Life employ. 
Is there augkt elle on Eaita des :19us 7 
Clarus. Fill es ry G:at?, Cc. 
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AIR 20. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and 
Trumpets. 


Matt. Let us take the Road, 
| Hark! 1 hear the ſound of Coaches. 

The Hour of Attack approaches, 

To your Arms, brave Boys, and — 

fs he Ball I hold! | 

Let the Chymitts toil like Aﬀes, 

Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our Lead to Gold. 


AIR 21. Would you have a young Virgin, &c. 


Mach. If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares, 
The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman appears ; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, iwect!y 
Railes the Spirits, and charms our Ears; 

Roles and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ;ipe Lips are more ſwcet than thoſe. 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With Biilles 
| Her Kiſſes g 
Diffolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repair. 


AIR 22, Cuilfor. 


Mach. Youih's the Seaſon made ſor joys, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 
Let's be ew, 
While we mar, 
Beauty's a Flower, deſpis d in Decay. 
Cherus, Vouth's the Seaſon, fert. 


8 As. 5 * 
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I rig ] 
Leet us drink and T 
9 

Rx 2 

Age is nought but Sorrow. 

Dance and fing, 
Time's on the Wing, 

Life never knows the Return of Spring, 

Chorus. Let us drink, Ec. 


AIR 23. All in u Morning, &c. 


Fenny. ne the Bara Door crowning, 
| + The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
. Then one he ſingles from the Crew, 
| And cheers the happy Hen ; 
7 With bow d'ye do, and how dye do, 
| And how d'ye do again. 


AIR 24. Whenonce | lay with another Man's Wiſs. 
Jen. The Gameſters are Lawyers and Jugglers 4 


If meddle, All is in Danger. 
Like Gyoken et on Ces trad, 
a and they pilfer your | 
Ang give your Eitate to x Sanger. 


AIR 25. When firft 1 laid Siege to my Chloris, re. 


Mach. At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 7 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Let me go where 1 will, 
In all kinds of Ill, 
— I fhall find no fuck Furies ns theſe are 


3 4 5 © 4 * » 45 2 = . N 7 _ of " 
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AIR 26. — think it ns Harm, &c: 


. Mach. Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun ; | 
Nay, ſome have out liv'd the Doctor's Pill; 

Who takes a Woman muſt be undone, 

That Baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 

The Fly that fips Treacle is loſt in the Sweets, | 
So he that taſtes Woman, Woman, Woman, 

He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. 


AIR 27. A levely Laſs to a Friar came, c. 


Lacy. Thus when a good Houſewife ſees a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taken, 
With Pleaſure ber Heart goes pit-a-pat, 

In Revenge for loſs of Bacon. 
M1 "Then the throws him 
: To the Dog or Cat, 

To be worry'd, cruſh'd and ſhaken. 


AR 28. Twar when the Sea 2vas roaring, &c, 


Lacy. How cruel are the Traitors, 
Who lye and ſwear in jeſt. 
To cheat unguarded Cicatures 
| Of Virtue, Fame and Reſt ; 
Whoever ſteals a Shilling, 
Through Shame the Guilt conceals , ; 
In Love the perjur'd Villain 
Wark — the Theft enn. 


1 121 1 
e. AIR 29. The Sun bad los d his weary Teams, &c. 


Mach. The firſt Time at the Looking-Glaſs 
The Mother ſets her Daughter, 
The Image ſtrikes the ſmiling Laſs | 
With Self-love ever after. 
Lach Time ſhe looks, the fonder grown, 
5 Thinks ev'ry Charm grows ftronger ; 
But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own 
Can ſee you are not younger. 


AIR 30. How happy are wwe, &c. 


Lockit. When you cenſure the Age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be: 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
"Tis fo pat to all the Tribe; 
Each cries—— That was levell'd at me. 


AIR 31. Of a noble Race was Shenkin. 3 


Lacy. Is then his Fate decreed, Sir ? 
Such a Man can l think of quitting 3 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O ſee how my Heart is ſplitting! 


Al 32. 


Lack You'll think ere many "OM enſue a7 
This Sentence not ſevere ; 
I hang your Huſband, Child, tis une, 
But with him hang vour Care. 4 
'Twang dang d:llo dee. - 4 4 
AY 
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Mach. If you at an Office ſolicit your Due, 
And would not have Matters negleQed 


You muſt quicken the Clerk with the Per- 


quiſite too, | 
To do what bis Duty directed. | 
Or would you the Frowns of a Lady pre- 
vent, 
She too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perquiſite ſoftens her into Conſent, 
That Reaſon with all is prevailing. 


AIR. 34. All in the Downs, &c, 


Polly. Thus when the Swallow ſeeking Prey, 

” Within the Safh is cloſely pent, 

His Conſort, with bemoaning Lay, 
Without fits pining for th' Event. 

Her chatt' ring Lovers all around her ſkim ; 


She beeds them not (poor Bird) her Soul's | 


AIR 35. Hove you beard of « frolickſoms Ditty, &c. 


Mach. How happy could I be with either 
Were tother dear Charmer away? 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a Werd will I ſay; 
| But col de vol, &c. 1 


1 T 
Alx * Iriſh Trot. 


Polly. I'm bubbled. 

Fm bubbled. 

Polly. O how I am troubled ? 

Lucy. REG, and bit? 

Polly. My Diſtreſſes are doubled. 

hs. When you come to the Tree, ſhould the 

Hangman refuſe, 

Theſe Fingers, with Pleaſure, could faſten 
the Noole. 

Pollz. Va bubble, Fc. 


ATR 3% 


Polly. Ceaſe your Funaing ; 
Ferce or Cunning 

Never ſhall my Heart trapan. 
All theſe Sallies 
Are but Malice, 

To ſeduce my conſtant Man. 

"Tis moſt certain, 
By their Pliiting. 

Women oft have | Envy fhewn ; 
Pleas'd to ruin, 
Others wootngs 

Never happy in their own. 


AIR 33. C:2d-morrow G Joan, 


Lary. Vay l %% now, Madam Flirt“ 
l ont. hus 205 chatter; 5 
And are tor f : pg;ng Dit, 
1412 Ty Ws UL nase fz 


Madam rt ! 4 


. * , «Mi 
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Polly. Why bow now, ſaucy Jade; 
Sure the Wench is tiply ; 

How can you ſee me made 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ? 


Saucy Jade! 
AIR $9. Iriſh Hoe. 


Polly. No Power on Earth can e'er divide 
The Knot that ſacred Love hath ty'd. 
When Parents draw againſt our Mind, L 
The True Love's Knot they faſter bind. 


Oh, oh ray, ob Amb zah—ob, oh, Ge. 
AIR 40. The Laſi of Patie's Mill, Kc. 


Lucy. I like the Fox ſhall grieve, — 
| Whoſe Mate hath left her Side, 

Whom Hounds from Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe o'er the Country wide. 

Where can wy Lover hide ? 
Where cheat the wary Pack? 

If Love be not his Guide, 
He never will come back! 


So οοο 
ACT u. 


AIR 41. / Lowe's @ frveet Paſſion, &c. 
Lucy. 9 young at the Bar you. fr 


3 taught we to ſcore, 
= - And bid me be free of wy Lips, and 
I NG more z 
I #23 kife'd. by the Parſon, the Squire and 
TE" the Sor. 
3 x» © . When 


. * 


1 1 


was for 


But * wu was ſo ſweet, and ſo cloſely 
de! That | laayuifh'd and pia'd till I granted the 


reſt. 
AIR 42. South Sea Ballad. 


Lucy.” My Love is all Madne ſs and Folly. 
| Alone H lie, 
58 Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy Creature is Polly! 
Was eber lach a Wretch as 1? 
With Rage I redd-n like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant V arlet, ; 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loft in the Arms 
Of that J:lr, that inveigling Harlot ! * 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loſt in the Arms 
Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot ! 
This, this uy Reſentment alarms. 


5 AIR 43. fun. Pound. 


* rwe Gameſters united in 2 Friendſhip are 
| Though they know that their Induſtry all is « 
heat, 
Thay S2k 00 Geir Frag «Xt the Dice-Box's 
a Sound. 


4 And join to e one another's Deceit. 
But if by mi 
1 They fail 8 

5 Dee 


_ 


— 
ar * 
1 k 
4 2 * . . 8 
1 W 8 . 


When the Gueſt was departed, che W 


AIR 44. Lillibullere. © 


Mach. The Modes of the Court ſo common are 
grown, 

That a true Friend can hardly be met ; 

Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
"Tis true, you find 

Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who vill give you good Counſel themſelves to 


Lu, 


we have felt the 
bite, and 


AR 46. A Shepherd heps Sheep, &c. 


Trapes. In the Days of my Youth I could bill like I F. 
a Dove, fa, ls, ls, NU. a * 


op Bi hs bo ne 
| hes 1 2 l Ties wat fer Love, 3 
«, Ee 

Life of all Mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
ip to Lip while we're young—then the Lip to 
the Glaſs, ja, la, la, c. 


AIR 47. One Evening, having loft my Way, &c. 


4 


„ I'm like a Skiff on the Ocean toſt, 
Now — now low, with each Billew 


With © Rudder broke, and her Anchor 
loft, 
| Deſerted and all forlorn. 
d While thus I tie rolling and toſſing all Night, 
That Pell lies ſporting on Seas of Delight! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 
Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs Spirite. 


AIR 48. Now Roger. 71 tell thee becauſe thesrt 
| ay Ton. 


„ When a Wife's in her Pout, 
(As ſhe's 1ometiines, no doubt) 
The good Huſband as meck as a Lamb, 
Her Vapours io (till, 


Firft grants her her Will, ET 
And — Draught is a Dram, poor 


| And the quieting Draught is a Draw. : 
AIR 49. © Beſſ/ Bell. 
» | Poll. A Curſe attend that Woman's Love, + 


. Who always would be pleaſing. 
e | bug. 


* I \ ? R — 6 * * 
1 


Lucy. The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like Tickling, is but teazing. 
Pelly. What then in Love can Woman do? 
Lug. © It we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue: 
Lucy. But leave us when they've won us. 


_ AIR 50. Weald Fate to me Bellinda give. 


Polly. Among the Men, we find, 
Who court by turns all — kind ; 
And we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
When they are flatter'd, and admir'd. 


* AIR 5. Come, ſweet Laſs. 


Lucy. Come, ſweet Laſs, 
Let's baniſh Sorrow; 
Till To-morrow 
Come, ſweet Laſs, 
Let's take a chirping Glaſs. 
Wine can clear 
The Vapours of Deſpfir, 
And make us light as Air ; 
Then drink, and baniſh Care. 


AIR 52. The laft time I went o'er the Meer. 


Pell. Hither, dear Huſband, tare your Eyce. 
 Beſtow one Glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think, with that Look thy Polly dies. 

Lucy. O ſhun me not——but hear me. 
Polly. "Tis Polly ſues. : 
Lucy, — „ 


; | 129 1 

Is thus true Love requited ? 
My Heart is burſting. 

hl. — =——— Mine too breaks. 
. Muſt I— 

olly. | Muſt I be ſlighted? 


AIR 53. Tom Tinker 's my True - love. 


. Which way ſhall I turn me How can 1 
decide? 

Wives, the Day of our Death, are as fond as a 

Bride. 

dne Wife is too much ſor moſt Huſbands to hear, 

zut two at a Time there's no Mortal can bear; 
* way, and that way, and which way Iwill, 

| * the one, t'other Wife would 

l. 


AIR 54. Ian @ poor Shepberd alone. 


Polly. When my Hero in Court appears, 
| And ſtands arraign'd for bis Life; 
Then think of poor Peolly's Tears; 
For ah ! poor Polly's his Wife. 
Like the Sailor he holds up his Hand, 
Diſtreſt on the daſhing Wave. 
Fo To die a dry Death at Land, 
Is as bad as a watry Grave. 
And alas, poor Polly ! 
Alack and [Ip i 
Before I was in Love, 
Oh! every Month was Mar, 


, — 
* 
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AIR 55. Lanthe the level, c. 
Lens: When he holds ip his Hand, r gn'd fc 


* © 
* 


M, 
'O dike of your Daughter, and think I'm hil 
Wife; 
What are Cannons or Bombs, or claſhing 
| Swords! 
Far Death is more certain by Witheſſes Words. 
Thea nail oh their Lips, that dread Thundel + 
allay ; 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter } 
Mar. 


AIR 55. 4 Cabler there aas, &c. 


Lock. Ourſelves, like the Great, to ſecure aRetr ut 
When Matters require it, mutt give up ou 
: =_ 
And good reaſon why, 
Or, inſtead of the Fry, 
Ev'n Peachum and 1 


Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, hang 
Lake poor * Raſcals, might _ 


-. 0 n Dundee. 


Mach. The Charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers « 
met, 

The Judges all rang'd fa terrible Show!) 
Fe 
.. A Debt on Deutnad—So take what I ow 

- Wb farewel, my Love—Dear Charme 
Contonted I die—'Tii the better for yon. 
| | Ro 


OE 137 | 
Here ends all Diſpute the reft of our Lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my Wives. 

AIR 58. Happy Grove. 


Mach. O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe 
Muſt I ſuffer this Diſgrace ? 


AIR 59. Of all the Girls that are fo ſmart. 


«yy the Friends in time of Grief, 

When threat'ning Death looks grimmer 

' No one ſo ſure can bring Relief, 7 
As this beſt Friend a Brimmer. 

[Drinks. 


1 
h 


Since I muſt. ſwing,——I ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince 
or whine. [Riſes. 
AIR 61. Chezy Chaſe. 

But now «gain my Spirits fink ; 

Il raiſe them high wich Wine. [Drinks. 


AIR 62. 7 c Sir Simon the King. = 


And how can we ſeel our Woes, : 
When we've loſt the Trouble of thinking? 


_ a 
at * 


- 
\ 1 : : 


So I drink off this Bumper—And now I can 
ſtand the Teſt. 


3 | And my Comrades ſhall fee, that I die an brove as 


AIR 64. Did pur cnur inr of « gellene Saike: 


But can I leave my pretty Huſſeys, 
Without one Tear or tender Sign? 


AIR 66. Why — Alf foutey. 


Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes ; 
— Love—Ak mul | die! 


AIR 67. Green Sleeves. 


Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree, 
3 curb Vice in others, as well as in me, 

y wonder we han't better Company, 

| Upon Tyburn Tree! 

But Gold from Law can take out the Sting 3 
And if rich Men like us were to ſwing 
* the Land, ſuch — "Wi to 


| Upon Tybura Tree ! | 

AIR 68. All you that muſt take 4 Leap, &c. 
Lucy. Would I might be hang'd 
. 


Polly. 
Lacy. To be banged with you. | 
ET RY wank WY og 


+: .- + 


— 1 


1 


IC 


Mach. Paige 6 of} pal I doubr! e 
25 


—— 


hk 
Lucy. 1 

as Mach. But hark ! | bear the Toll of the Bell, 

KS. Chorus. Tel de ral tal; he: | 5 


1 Lamp Nu. — 
Y ; 
Thus I Rand like the Turk, with his Dozics 


around ; 
From al! Sides their Glences his Paſſion confound ; 
For Black, Brown, and Fair his Inconſtancy 
burns, 
And the different Beauties ſubdue bim 8 
Each calls forth her Charms to provoke h Defires: 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But . this Maxim, and put aff your *. 
5 Arrow, | 


Grow. br tf cid .. 
Chorus, But think of this * 


— "yz 


| with 

| With their grave laws in lumber lie: 
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SONG 2. Paſtoral Nymph. 


* s, deck d with daiſies trim, 


n 


Night has better ſweet to prove ; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Dove; . 
Come, let us our rites begin ; 
Tu only day-light that makes fin, 


YER'S 3. Firſt Bacchanal. 


| From t laws and cuſtoms free, 
We ben s 

By turns we drink, and dance and ſing, 
Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould ni rules controul 
= of jovial foul? 
No dull ſtinting hour we own 2 
Pleaſure courts our time alone. 


* 4 Eubrjn. 


nn 
Wanton in the ſeets of Mayr; 
Trip it o'er the flow ry lawn, 

rolick, buxom, blithe and gag. 
 _ _ " Nymphs and ſhepherds, come a Wr. 
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SONG 5. Firft Bacchanal. 


the gayly cirdli 
X Narr. 
- By the hollow caſk are told, 


| How the waining night grows old. 


Drives us from our ſport 
What have we with day to 4er 


Sons of care, twas made for you. 


' SONG 6. Expbroſne. 
Sweet Echo, ſweeteſ nywph, that liv'ſt unſeen 


Within thy airy cell. 
1 

in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
"ng the love lorn nightingale 


Nightly to thee ber fad i mourneth well, 
Canſt thou not tell me of 2 pair, 


That likeſt thy Narcifſas are ? 

Hid them in ſome flow 
Tell me but where; 
Sweet 
n the Mien, 
Aod giverelounding free l heaven's harmonic: 


SONG 7. Second Bacchanal, , 
8. r 
| beauty can give: 


ry Cave, 
queen of dae ee the ſphere ; 


him teach her to prove 
in retr ield the rapture of lov. 


of the ſpotleſs mind can know l 
"To taſte its dyn ſecure delight; 
Joys which ſtill from Virtue flow, —- 


Radiant ſource of pleaſt 2 

ell, Tia hers, when dangers 1 

To a ſun-ſhine o'er the breaſt ; 

Safe from perils, ſafe from harms, | 
Virtue finds a peaceful reſt. 


SONG 9. Female Bacchanak. , | 1 


„ ä 
Fame s an Echo, wor double, 

ies. An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble ; 
A n fink it, 


The wiſe not worth their keeping chin ie, o 
Why then, why ſuch toil and pain w 


Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain? | 
Like her ſiſter, Forme, blind, 2 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, { 3 
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"Io | Would you taſte the noon-tide ait ? 
To yon fragrant bower 


The montling vive will ſhelter pou. 


ones D's 
95 = t [ er th 

; Phoebus foorching rovad round. 
Round, the lan herds and ſheep, 
r 
While on the bygcinth 

| The fl docs at lene repoſe. 


| Mi cloye-—adi is fbbe are 1 
Your breaſt may beat to Love's alarms, 


8ONG e Eupbrepae, 5 


Wbere woven wich the poplar . 


Till blef#, and bleſſing, - + xs 


The Joys of Love are joys alone. 
SO NG 11. 


an 


aa evi. enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, | 
Age has had his ſhare of play, 


But yourh's ſport begins to da. 


From 


UI! > 


From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let not ſcare-crow virtue fright. 
Here in pleaſure's vinexard we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 


| 1 * 


Cauorvus. Away, away, away, 
To Comvs' court repair; 
There night out-ſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 


* SONG 12. Aerial Spirit. 


Sv eet are the pleaſures, 
Rich are the treaſures, 
That ſucceed to pain and care z 
* So tempeſts entling, | 1 
Phebus aſcending, . 
Riſes doubly bright and fair. 


Think war a trouble, 
Think fame a bubble. 
Shun, ah! ſhun the flatt' ring chace ; by 
| Time's fit'l deſtroying, A 
ele | Without enjoying, 
1 Nute alone is worthy your embrace: 


* SONG 13. Second Bace banal. 


Come and trip it as you go, 
So On the light fantaſtic toe. 
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ACT III. 

SONG 14 FEupbroſyne, 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear, | 
Love and harmony hve here. 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing flanders, wordy wars, 


In wy 2 will appear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 


Sighs to amours returning, 
I — 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words te ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 

All the woes you need to fear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 


RECITATIVO. Paſtel Nymph. 


75 How gentle was my Damos air! 

- Like ſunny beams bis hair, 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 

More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign! 

And t that cruel taſk is mine. 


A BALLA D. Paſtoral Nymph. 


On every hill, in every grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious of former love, 
I mourn, and Dames us my theme. 


oo | 
> 


The 


" 
» Th 
IP? 
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, 
7 ** P 
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F 
* 


. 
” The bills, the groves, te ends, 
But Demos there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 

Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 

Well pleas'd the browſing goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy ſteep they hung, 

The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 

But Damos there 1 ſeck in vain. 


Now thro' the winding valeT paſs, 
And figh to ſee the well-known ſhade ; 
I weep, and kiſs the bended graſs, 
| Where Love and Damon tondly play'd. 
be vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there l ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from Cale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, a d fountains pleaſe ne more. 9 
Each flower in pi: Hops its head. 1 
All nature doe mv lots deplore. | 3 
All, all reprozch the laithleſo ſwain, 
5. Let Damon ſtil i ſeek in vain. 


RECITATIVO. Ebene.. A 
Love, the great Wis below 1 


How to tale few women know ; "2 
Fewer ſtill the way have hit 
How « fickle ſwain to quit, 

Simple nymphs then learn of me, 
How to treat i 


if 


" * ” 
1 wes f 
% ; 5 


A BALLAD. Eapbroſyne. 


The wanton god, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts ; 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewel lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If Tin ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have the charms, whilft mine can pleaſe, 
J love them much, but more my eaſe; 

Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, 

Nor faichleſs vows ſhall break wy reſt, : 


Why ſhould they v'er give me pan, 
ho to give me joy diſcain ? 

brig fo goed» free 

| 1 


80 NG 19. Second Bacchanal. 


oy the gliding day, 
dT 4.7 - | 


Seine the on the wing, 
Pleaſure knows no ſecond ſpring : 
What is life wirhout enjoying ? 

Toil and trouble, . 
Wave the light fantaſtic meaſures, 
r 
| Monat think not of ane. 


son 


_— 


SONG 20. * 


FO awful virtue's hill ſublime, 
1 fits th' immortal fair ; climb, 
wins her height, muſt patient 

The ſteps are peril, toil and care. 


So from the firſt did Fove ordain, 


SONG 21. Paſtoral Nymph. 


Preach not to me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones that mould in idle cell; 
The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If hort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 
To pals a fingle pleature by ; 
An bour is loog, if loſt in care: 
They only live, who life enjoy. 
SONG 22. Female Bacchanal. 
fe Faum, and ye Dryads, from hill, dale, and 
now 
rip, trip it „conducted by Love; 
dei reſort 0 COMUS y court, | 
in various meaſures ſhew Love's yarious ſport. 


3 


141. 


Now lighter and gaper, — fopnd 
Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound. 


Now, ; now with quick fer de ground ext, bear, 
2 * — beat, £9. 


- Now cold and 
Now kind and — 
f . Conſenting, repenting. 
'  Diſdaining, complaining, 
Indifference now feigning. 
Appin with quick ber the ground beat bes. beat 


RECITATIVO. Aerial Spirit. 


aan fair, 
Liſten where thou art ſitting 
Under the glaſſy, cool, tranſlucent wave, 
In twiſted braids of lilies knitting 
The looſe train of thy amber - dropping hait ; 
+ Liſten for dear honour's ſake, 
Goddeſs of the ſilver lake, 


|: Liſten and fave. 
DET T O. Aerial Sjirit and Sabrina. 


SPIRIT. 


d--, 


Propitious pow'r. 
From coral bow'r, 

Ohl! haſte to aid 
Th impriſon d maid. 


SABRIN 


SABRINA. 


My throne I leave; 
M de fair to fave 
Je. From fatal harms 


BOTH 
From realms of light, 
We urge our flight, 


To ſuccour, bleſs, 
And aid diltreſs. 


$ONG 2x. Sabrina. 


\\2y the ruby fiinged bank, 
here grows the willow and che ohr dank, 
: * My Geng chair fea 
$1 Thick ſet with agat, and the azure ſheen 
Of Turky blue, and em'rald green, 
That in the channe! trays ; 9 
Wuilſt from off the waters fleet 7 
2 printleſs ſeet | A 
e | | 
Dre : 
Gentle main, ut chy requet, 


Tam 


RECITATIV Q. Ariel Spirit, 


Goddeſs dear, 
We implore thy powerful kand 
P — tan 


.. 
Virtue points the bliſsful road, 
Guides you to the bleſs d abode. 


RECITATIVO. Sabrine. 


GE 
11 
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= © Or, if virtue feeble were, © : 
- | Heaven itſelf would ſtoop to her. 7 oth 


$ONG 29. Aerial Spirit. 


” What heart but owns fair virtue's pow'r 15 
Chearing ſtill each dark diftreſs ; . 
She wings with peace the mortal hour, 
And crowns our wiſhes with ſucceſs. 


Not ſweet ſummer's purple treaſures, 
Lending fragrance to the year, 
Yield fuck bright, ſuch bliſsful pleaſures, 

As when virtue's charms appear. 
—— What, er. 


__ Cnonxvs. 
# Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, 
te the id nates - . 
Vice in confuſion flies, 
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LOVE-IN A VILLAG 
AIR 1. 1 | 
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3 OPE! thou nurſe of young defire, 
# . 

. 
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Tis lending te bf of nog 


For ſhame, you a lover ! 
More tirmnefs diſcover ; 


Take courage. nor here longer mope 3 
Refilt and be free, 


888 my will is free, 

And ſo ſhall be my voicez 

No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, | 
And a children ſtil! obey ; 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 


. 
Al R 4 


Lac. W 
A paſſage ay iy 15.5 op | 


Each wild, and ev'ry thought's poſleſt. 
K3 


Like lightnings ruſhing through "FOR 
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Te ben the pangs our minds endure; 
Reaſon in vain its (kill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart = cure, 


But what is ple 20 the eyes. 
AIR 5. 


T. Mead. Oh! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain: 
In fair Roſſetta's fight to feed 
My ſheep upon the plain; 
What bliſs had I been born to tafte, 
Which now 1 ne er muſt know ? - 


Ye envious powers ! why * ye placed 
My fair one's lot ſo low 


AIR 6. 
| Bf. Gui cc ab, tell me why 


Still you force me thus to fly ; 
Ceaſe, oh I ceaſe, to perſevere, 
Speak nat what I myſt not hear: 
To my heart its eale reſtore, 
Go and never ſee we more. 


AIR 7. 


＋ Mead Still e the bettet 
Of my ſtubborn 12 I cry, 
FT Sweat this moment to forget her, 
——_ And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charming thought I brave: 
Boaſt my Freedom, fly to meet her, 
2 myſelf a lave. Ars 3 


5 


aid We. es tt 
AIR 8. 


Hau. There was a jolly miller once, 

Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd, and ſung , from morn till aight; 
No lack more blyth than be ; 

And this the burden of his ſong, 
For ever us'd to be, 

I care for nobody, not I, 
Tf no one cares for me. 


- args. 


5 Ad moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not > 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields J repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light, 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſings leave behind 
But bealth and diverſion unite. 


AIR 10. 1 


The honeſt heart, whoſe —— 
From fraud, diſguiſe and 


1.4 Well, well, ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before ; 
I know the full length of my tether ; 
Do you think I'm * 1 
That I need go to ſchool; 


T can ſpell you and pur you rogether: 


H 9 ® + : F 
C ye fk, the glcing . 
ST... 


I roſe S 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I tung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt ring tongue. 


Oh the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who trufts what man may bez 

I wiſh 1 was a maid again, 

And in my own country. 


AIR 14 


Hovsz-marr. 


1 y ye, les, liſt to me, 
. and clean to ſee: 
Il not turn tail to any ſhe E 

For work that's in the county. 

Wee 
J waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I bakez - 
And more can do than here ['ll ſpeak, 


, 8 * 


Fooruax. 


: Behold a blade, who knows his trade 
5 ' In chamber, hall, and entry ; 

And what tho' here I now appear, 

| res ferv'd the beſt of gra. „ 
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" BR” 9) 
A footman would you have, 
I can drefs, comb. and ſhave ; 
For Ia handy lad am, 

On a meſſage I can go, 

And flip a 1 
With your humble ſervant, madam. 


Cooky arp. 
Who wants 2 good cook, my hand they 2 


eroſs, 
For p' ain wholeſome diſhes I'm nc'er at a loſs: 


ſauce, 


Compar d to old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Canrzx. 


„ © young man. wHth « wwe heed 
heart, 
| "Who knows how to manage a plough and a 


x be | 
© You'll ſay vou ne'er met with a better than l. 
Ge ho Dobbin, oe, 


CHORUS. 
My matters and miſtrefſes, hither repair, 


fair : 

| Mea and maids ft for all forts of fxion 
1, a3 for the wages, we bart 

| 44 


And what are your ſoups, your ragouts, and your 


Wat ſervants you want you will find i in our 


1 - 
. 
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2 
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Whoſe judgment tinſel ſhew decoys ; 

RR — 

We give our treaſure to be paid, 
A paltry, poor return! in toys. 


AIR 16. 


Euft. Think, my faireſt, how delay 
Danger every moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away. 
Time that's ever on its wing: 
Doubting, and ſuſpence, at beſt, 
| | Lovers late repentance colt z 
Let us, enger to be bleſt, 


AIR 17. 


| If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 

The men will all fly. dd * e 
And leave you to die, „ 

Oh! terrible chance old mad — Y 
Muſt the come to this paſs, 

d Who 3 vi i = " z , 
were bettet on earth 
Have five brats at a birth, 


Than ia hell be a leader of apes. | 


1 * 1 
AIR 18. [loc.] 

When I follow'd « laſs that was froward and 
Ob! Iituck un her bet un 1 made her com 


ply ; 
I took her fo round the waift, 
- ips, and 1 held ber fan: 
When hugg d and haul'd, 
She d and fqualld; © 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
n 
| OS 
Green was her gown upon the 
Oh! ſuch were the joys of our days. 


. AI R 19. 
E To ſenſual — _ 


| Here all the e thirms 1 find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 


} 


Lacin. Let vain coquets. and prudes conceal, 
What moit their hearts deſire; 
1 With pride my paſſion I reveal ; | 
= Oh! may it ne er expire. 


| Bob. The ſuo ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 

The ſtars their otbits leave: 

And fair creation fink, in night, 
. 


= 
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AIR 20. 


NR. How bleſs'd the maid whoſe boſom 
No headſtrong paſſion knows ; 
Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, 
Fler nights i in calm repoſe. 
Where e er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her; 
But pieaſure. 
Without meaſure, 
F rom ev'ry object flows, 


AIR 21. 


T. Mead. In vain I ev'ry art eſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away 
That wrankles in my heart ; 
Deep in the centre fix d, and bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


AIR 232. 


Ref. Be — ee 
From this 3 we re free, 
5 Already the matter l've ſworn: ? 
. Mead. Yet let me complain , 
Of the fates that ordain, 
A trial ſo hard to be borne. 
Ra- When things are but fit, 
We ſhould calmly ſubinit; 
No cure in reluctance we find. 
Y. Mead. Then thus 1 obey, 4A 
Tear your image away, 4 
And baniſh yu quien ap eighs 14 
p Bey. - +. A 4 


E 


| 4 


Or form my faul 
That cruel 5 Ts ſpeak 
My thou ts can never ſtray ;- | 


Go where I will, my conſtant heart, 
Muſt with wy charmer ſtay. | 


AIR 24. 


* Ref. Young I am, and ſore afraid 
3 bios ls e cnc pee 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? | 
| Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray. 
| And fhou'd you my faith deceive ; 
Ruin firfi, and then forſake, 
* wou d break. i P 
| Oom! —_ e Mech for « cite like 
hw — and SIS with gt- 
| Would ds che fame thing, were they in the ſame 


To ſovereign beauty b 
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AIR 26. [Hawthorn] 


My Dolly was the faireft thing 

Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring ; 
And if for ſummer you wou'd ſeek, 
*['was painted in her eye, her cheek. 


Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful — was the type: 


But, when my tender tale I told, 
I found her heart was winter cold. 


Al R 27. [Hodge] 


Was ever poor fellow ſo pleagu'd with 2 vixen! 
Zawns! Madge, wks provoke me, but mind 
what I ſay? 


You have choſe a wrong perſon for playing your 


tricks on, 


So pack up your alls and be tredging away : 
| You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot; | 
Sbiood muſt 1 ftznd prating with you here all 
day! 
Tue got other matters to mind; 
May hep you may think me an aſs; 
But to the cuntrary you'll find ; 
A fine piece of work by the maſs! 9 


AIR 18. [Ref] 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take | 


In triumphs o'er the fair; 4 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, _ 3 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. = 


- 


—- - 


| I 160 J 
Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 


Shall hapleſs beauty go? 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry 
Poor woman finds a foe ! 


AIR 29. [Marg] 
* — ungrateſul, no farther I'll 
But go up to town in the waggon next week; 


A ſervice in London is un ſuch diſgrace, 
And Regiſter's office will get me a place; 


friend. 
* ſilks, ſhe's now ſtanding an 
Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame maxim purſue? 
And better my fortune as other girls do. 


AIR 3o. [Ref] 


In love ſhould there meet a fond pa 
| Untutor'd by faſhion or art: 
Whole wiſhes are warm and fincere, 

\. , Whole words are th' expreis of the 


If aught of ſabſtantial delight, 
On this fide the ſtars can be found; 
Tis ſure when that couple unite, N 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


* *. , 
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AIR 


v 
R 
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poſſ: | 
Who may hope a: your feet t implore with ſuc · 


Ra. He muſt be firſt of all, 
Straight, comely and tall ; 
Lacin. Neither aukward, 
Rofſ. Nor fosliſh ; 
Lucin. Nor apiſh, 
Re — 
Both, Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 


| Hawtb. What think of a captain ? 
Lucian. All blufter and wounds! 

Haworth, What think'ſ of a ſquire? 
Raf. To be lett for his hounds. 


The youth that is form d to my l 
Lucin. Muft be gentle, obliging and kind ; 
| Of all things in nature love me, 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to fee— 
Yet ſometimes be filent and blind. 


receipt, 
Rofſ. Obſerve it ye fair in the choice of a 


| mate; - 4 
Lucin. W | 


AIR 32. [Hewth] 


UE world i «well güne, 
gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 

And ſcramble for what we can get. 


My fimile holds to a tittle, 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte ; 
But if I am content with a little, 


Enough is a good as a feaſt. 
AIR 33. [RY]. 


| W it is not birth, 
Can value 10 the ſoul convey ; 


Minds poſſe is ſuperior worth. 8 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


9 the ſun true * ſhows, 
nature warm, nature bright 3 
With inbred flames, he nobly glows, 

Nor . the aid of borrow d light. 


AIR 34 [RF], 


| [ 163 J 
The Rhing proſpects viewing, 
Each look is forward caſt ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 

Nos thinks of what is paſt. 


AIR 35. [Lacin.] 


— 


I ever a fond aan 
ERoſe in your boſom to rob you of reſt, 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoſt pangs which prevail'd in my breaſt, 
Oh where, where would you fly me. 
Can you deny me, thus torn and diſtreſt; 
Think when my lover was by me, 
Would I, how cod I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you; 
Looking, fighing, crying, dying; 
| Ah! is there no language can move? 
If IT have been too complying ! 
Hard was the conflict 'twixt duty and love. 


AIR 36. [Hedge,] 


A plagoe of thoſe weaches, they make ſuch 4 I 
When one they hve lo'n « man have bi | 


They're always a whining for ſomething or 
other, 


And be's unkind in his carriage: 
What tho'f- he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on; 
You cannot perſuade 'em ; 
"TW gramile you've nas way's 
And after they've got it, 
They tell you—add Kan! 
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. they're ruin d, undone; 
. And then, to be ſure, fir, A 
There is but one cure, fir, 

And all the diſcourſe is of marriage. 


AIR 37. [. Mead.) 


How much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeft boſoms find 3 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 

I 0o ſenſe and ſweetneſs, join d. 
The caſket, where, to outward ſhow, 
The workman's art is ſeen, 

Is doubly valu'd, when we know 
le bolds « = gem withia. 


AIR 38. [Ref] | 


When we ſee a lover languiſh, 
And his truth and honour prove, 

Ah! how ſweet to heal his are. 
9 


3 *. 


IX 39. 


* Al T with in her obmining 
Fortune can no more impart; 


1 h 
y 2 AIR 
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AIR 40. [Hawt.] 


If over I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of "=" 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, | 


May I ne'cr know the ſweets of a ſlumber on : 
_ 


AIR ar. (Ref) 


Go naughty man, ] can't abide yam: 

Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 

Ahl now I ſee if Thad try'd you, | 

What would have been my hopeful lot. 

But here I charge you —Make them happy 3 

Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs: 
e . 
And Ii reward you with a kiſs. 


AIR 42. (Haewth,)) 


Hence with cares, complaints and frowning, 
Welcome jolſity and joy; 


Ev'ry grie Ts Fam 
Mirth this bappy 93 } 
n 
Laugh ang ſing . 
Drinks a health to love and beauty, 


May they long in triumph reign. 
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THOMAS and SALLY, 


PART A 3 


AIR I. SQUIRE. 
HE horns 


15 "I my brave boys, 8 
is and the 
„Nee up, * 


Upbraids our too tedious 


What pleaſure we find in purſuin the 

3 Oer hill, and o'er valley he thaw ; ann 
=. Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 
FE hes anda, and dies. 


ſp 
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EF 2 — with a „ and yy to . 
3 And looſe the fatigues of the day. 
Wich ſport, love, and wine, ck foitan dey; 
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Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Leere eee 9 


RECITATIVE. 884 


In vain I ftrive my ſorrows to amuſe; 
Stubborn they are, and all relief refuſe : 
What med'cine ſhall I fly to, or what art! 
Is there no cure tor a diſtemper'd heart ? 


AIR 2. 


My former time how briſk, how gay ! 
| netfee, wii?” 
But now I'm ſad, ah, a-day!_ 

For my true love is gone to ſen. 


The 1ads purſue, I ſtrive to hun, 
Though all their arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death can love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light's return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


AIR 3. [Dorcas] 
* 
day of life is for 


ing, and ſhow ; 
waſte ſuch a treaſure, | 
and crying-rheigho ? | 
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Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
By her's tune your pipe when tis low: 


Fly round, and coquet it as ſhe does, 
And never fit crying—heigho. 
when in the arms of a lover, 


112 may happen, I know ; 
That e're all pur toying is over, 


We cangot help crying—heigho. 


In age, ev'ry one a new part takes, 
I find to my fonow tis ſo; 


Whea old, you may cry till your heart achs, 
you-—heigho. 


But uo one will mind 
8 A1. I. * 
| AIR A. 
Were I an poor us wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch, he, 


E're on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
Tad work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow rs, I aſk not wealth, 
Grant me but innocence and health, 
Ah! what is grandeur liok'd to vice ? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 


AIR 5. [Dorcas] 


| Lan «young one what girl wa like me ? 
i rambled, I laughed, and where e er 
* I was there. 
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Tm not what I was forty ſummers ago; 


I reach that to others, I once did myſelf. 


- 


| 2» | 

To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
And Sundays dreſs d out in my filks and my lace, 
1 warrant I ſtood by 78 place. 


At twenty I got me a hulbapd, Y 1. poor man ! 
Well, reft him; we all are as good as we can; 
Vet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ftraws, 


And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and fr me, but let me alone; 
Egad I've a tongue, and I paid him his own, 
Ye wives take the hint, and when ſpouſeis untow'rd, 
Stand firm io our charter, and have the laſt word, 


P » 


This time's a fore foe, there's no ſhunning his 
mn” | 

However, lh 52.6 gory goed Rape, 

Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting chand 

I ſlill have a tune, „ e to dance; 

And books of devotipn laid by on my helf, 


- SQUIRE. AIR 6. * 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury d like the ſeeds in earth; - 


There lie joy, cententment, pleaſure, 4 


h 


Lie 1 wells. 


SQUIRE. AIR 5. 


When late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From to I trove in vain, 
wild defires to rally | 


But now they're of themſelves come home, 


| SQUIRE. AIR 3. 
© Come, come, my dear girly, I mult not be deny'd; 
= Fine cloaths you ſhall in, and rant it away ; 
e 1 and hark you beſide, 
= Wel K. al d 


we'll toy all the long ſummer's day. 
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[ml 
SAL "Þ 
Of kiſling and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 


O ſhould hapleſs Sally 3 to be naught! 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir d; 


The heart's not worth gaining which is te be 


bought. 
SQUIRE. 


Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue, 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along. 


At draggle-rail chaſtity-walking a foot. 
SALLY. 
If only thro' fear of the world I was ſhy, 


coyneſs and modeſty but ill ſhown 
A Are h 4 


But how, tell me how, 1 thou'd p « my on, 


PART I. 
THOMAS. 
RECITATIVE. 


AR my boys, avaſt, all hands on ſhore. 
Meſs-mates, what cheer ? Old — 
hey ! once mofe. 


how the wenches will rejoice : 
Our with our preſets boys, and take your 
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k 1 l s the town; 
43 ' Weigh anchor, tack about, und let's bear down. 

1 | AIR 9. 4 
| From ho. the ocean, and threſhing Moun- 


1 we're landed once more ; 
 Yourbands, — boys, what 


For eder that's jul come » thore? 
Thoſe hedtoring blades thought to ſcare us, no 
1 and flaſh us—Morbleu ! 

But bold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, 
We have flic'd them * chem too. 
„ cats frm to rn chete 


The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
- Bat ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You' we only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd and idle conteſt ; 

And let all your firife be, like us hoveſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A ſeafaring | if the maids can affect, 
n plies look tot; 

IX Sound lactone they'll Gad we, in ev*ry r̃eſpect, 
| N WEE W Ws 
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nn mayhap, in the o ht * 
Hove move are perfuade, by Act, 

zut ware thoſe falſe — tar better, for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to firike, 


Now long live the may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, . | 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill — o'er the main, 


At all points of the compels diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, . 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe (ail ; 

No ignorant pilots e'er ſit at her helm, 
'Or he: anchor of _y fail. 


AIR „ [Doreas.] 


All you who would wiſh to ſycceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done ; 

For if. you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe ber, as ſure as a gun. ; 


With whining, and Coding. and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you nay run; 


She'll hear you, and jeer you, nnd give: you © pat, _ 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine ! 


But mark you the conſequence, mum; 


The baggage will think herſelf really divine, . 
And {corn you as ſure. as a gun. 


* 


Then be with a maidea bold, beg, ad fame,” 

And no opportunity fun; * 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out x. g 
ñUôů—H A 
Dun, 2 . 
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7 SQUIRE. 4 
3 RECITATIVE 


This way the comes a milking, bence began. 
Oh love aſſiſt me, you that drive me on. Po | 
The time, the place, both favour my defign; 
Now, if if the's s coy, I'll force her to be mine. 

But left ſome other courſe ſhe ſteer her flig 1 

'T were beſt a while to hide me from her 


AIR 1. SALLY. 


. AN. 
Wien hed th wi 


ings around him 
. And turn each random ball afide. 


. - Oh! may eee with me acer; 


3 paſſion feel, 
Behold his face and drop the ſword. 


Ye wiads, y your bluftring fury leave, 
Like airs, "Ore antes foe ; 

9 Breathe (oft in Gurs. and gently heave, 

= -. The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


* return d, onee more, 
Ten Na, Gene, and hoſtile harm; 


"All dripping wet, wears out the night, 


And braves the fury of the fight. 
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